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R OLOGUE. 


H, Sirs, this is a monſtrous witty Age, 
Wit grown a arugg, has quite undone the Stage. 
The mighty Wits now come to @ new Play, 
Only to taſte rhe ſcraps they flung away. 

Poets now Treat you at your 0n expence, 

All but the Poets now, abound in Sence ; 

City and Country is with Wit orflown, 

Weeds grow not faſter there, than IWits in Tows : 

New Wits and Poets every day are bred, 

Fach hour, ſome budding Criticque ſhews his Head. 

Plays are ſo common, they are little priz/d, 

And to be but a Poet, is deſpis'd. 

The ſaucy Tongue, much boldneſs wou'd diſplay, 

That durſs in_fpight of all this plenty, ſay, 

Poets and Criticques too, are wery rare, 

es, Sirs, we to cur ſorrow find they are ; 

More to the making of a Wit there goes, 

Than niggard Nature commonly beſtows. 

A Writer at the leaſt, "tis not @ Grain, 

Only to ſeaſon, and preſerve the Brain; 

From fav ring of the Fool, nor at the be, 

To ſpice Diſcourſe with an mſipid Feſt. 

Wri;ing, hke Roman Gloves, ſhould ſcent @ room, 

Each thought ſhou'd have in it, a ſtrong perfume. 

But ' oh, few ſmell of Wit, ſo very rank, 

Nature of late is turn'd a Mountebank, 

A Winter, or a Daffy, and puts off 

For Wit and Sence, ſome fooliſh Chymick Stuffe. 

& Qnintefſence; but not of Wit, Heaven knows, 

Which ſhe 10 all mcſt liberally throws. 

Neiſe in the Cit, and noiſe upon the Stage, 

Who wou'd not think it were @ witty Age ? 

DPlewir more noiſe and talk of Wit was known, 

The triflimgſt wretch, himſelf a Fudge will own, 

And on his Bench of Fndgement, frowning ſit, 
Lnd Dubb the Poet which be likes, a Wit. 

Ob, wou'd theſe quacking tricks, but Nature leave, 

And not the poor unhaipy World deceive 
With Heat which ſeems like Wit, but is not ſo, 

Then real Wit, into eſteem wou'd grow 3 - 
Ain wou'd not fooliſhly then take in band, 

To Judge, or Write, kut firſt wou'd underſtand 3 

Then he, who bas but little Wit, wou'd- know it, 

Lind not prefume to be & Juage, ar Pact. 


To 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES 


Earl of MIDDLESEX, one of the 
Gentlemen of His Majeſties Bed-Chamber. 


My Loxv, 
T is a bold Expedition which a Writer undertakes, when he ſend; his 
Forces abroad into the World, he is to encounter Enemies of all Kinds ; 
not only vaſt populous Provinces of effeminate underſtanding, who often 
defeat with their numbers, but Bold, Barbarons, Hardy, and invincible 
Fools, who will dye upon the Tiirffe, rather than yield : nay, and his friends too 
often break their League, and ſend ſecret ſupplies to his Enemies. All Reputa- 
tions look on themſelves as invaded, and cuvery me pretends to R:putation. 
Fame is a great Common, where every Cottager thinks be has a right, and will 
rather ſuffer it all to [ye waſffe, than any part to be incloſed, Every man thinks 
himſelf by Birth, a it, as every Spaniard thinks himſelf a Gentleman; be 
has as good Blood in his veins, as Perſons of the preateſ® Dignities, only wants 
their Titles ; that is to ſay, every man wiu'd be a Ilit, if be bad it, Yet 
as much value as they bave for it in themſe!ves, they hate no man more, than 
be who abounds in that, for which they wou'd hawe themſelves efteem?d. But the 
enmity of poor vulgar Heads were nothing, if men of the firft rank of IW:r, 
bad not Feuds among themſclyes; Tis a ſtrange Lunacy that prſſeſſes *em : 
a man that has the largeſt Habitation in Fame, will yet think all bis Windows 
darkened, if ancther ſcars over him. AMcn have not the ſame Phrenſizs in 
other things. The preateſt lover of Muſick in the World, dies not think be 
ſhares one Note leſs of it, for a croud of Liſtners; what ever Quarrels there 
bave been among Trading Nations, avout ingroſſing Commerce , none ever 
fought to ingroſs the Winds, becauſe no Ship had the leſs for another hav. 
his Sails full : and yet Wit-Adventurers perpetually contend fir the breath 
of the multitnde , and think themſelves becalm'd, if any cone bas o gale, In 
ſhort, a Writer is look'd upon as en Invader of the World; and all Mankind 
are in Arms againſt hnn. In ſuch a deſperate conditicn, he muſt implire 
{ome potent Perſon, either bis Condutt, or at leaſt leave to awe the lord with 
his Name; and 1 know no greater Name, nor more abie to af.rd me p<itection 
than your Lordſhivs. It is vut pretending your Lord|hup favors this Play, and that 
ſhall give it ſafe Condutt through underſtandings of every Degree and Climate 
it can paſs through no Region where your Lerdſhip has nit an ab{clute Command. 
The Traders to the hot Southern Climes of IWit, find in your Lurdſhin the Golden 
Coaſt, waſt heaps of that Wit, which paſſes currant in the World, and vears 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
the Tmages of others, are known to be coyned out of your Lordſhips Oar ; bat 
notbing can be richer, than that of your own Refining. Aore temperate Heads 
which ake under the oppreſſion of that Heat, delight themſelves is your Lord. 
ſhips Courteſy, Generofity, Integrity, Henour, and all the mure familiar Vertues : 
70 part of Mankind, but may find ſome particular. Excellence or other in-your 
Lordſhip, to pleaſe them. The Vertues of this age, methinſs converſe with one 
another, like the Wits of it, in parties and fa&ons., ſeldom uniting together ; 
every Vertue takes a Honſe by it /elf, and there debauches with a thonſand Vices, 
How often do we ſee Wit, inſeparably aſſcciating with that Raſcal, Ill Nature ; 
and thoſe Fopps, Conceits, and Selfiſhnejs, and not-one Vertue in his company ? 
as often do we find conrage bluſtring by it ſelf , and Wit not daring to come 
near bim. Integrity, Friendſhip, and Honeſty, are ſo miſerably under the hatches, 
one knows not where to find thoſe poor Creatures , they never in any age, lived 
:n much heighth, they are nit born to great fortune, and ſeldom acquire one ; 
Knavery has the only Dutch Genius, - 70 get an Eſtate, but yet they never were 
fo down as now, they now ſcarce at all appear, or if they do, we find Wit not 
often in their company. And thus I might diſcourſe, ſhould I go round to all 
rhe Moral Vertues z But they are not all ſo unſociable, as never to meet, they 
can come together when they like the place, and they are ſo fond of your 
Lordſhips Scul, not one of %em fails of reſorting thither. And as people uſe to 
dreſs themſelves well hen they are to appear in great Aſſemblies; ſo theſe ex- 
cellent qualities, which 2e often find ſlovenly Habited in private Lodgings, by 
them ſelves, do now in jo much good company, ſhine in your Lordſhips Breaff, 
in their richeſt Equipage : That repairing to your Lordſhips Protection, I march . 
ot {ſo much under the Condutt of one, as of many Great Men, united in one. 
But far bg it from me, to ſacrifice ſuch a Hecatomb to the multitude ; no, ra- 
ther let me offer this, and all their applauſe to your Lordſhip ; for after all, that is 
my rea! dejign. It is true, my Lord, | have not much of it to lay at your Feet. 
The Play T rreſent you, cannot boaſt of extraordinary Merit ; it 1s not of the fir 
kind of Plays, a thing may be good wn its kind, and yet an ill thing, becauſe 
ive kind is ill , thoſe who do not like low Comedy, will not be pleaſed with this, 
peeauſe a great part of it conſiſts of Comedy, almoſt ſunk into Farce yet, if 
rhey will allow it well in its kind, I ſhall deſire no more favour from 'em, any 
wo ay perceive, 1 never intended to build bigh, by the poor foundation T laid, and 
vet, as it happened, the Building ſtood firmer than I expetted, and withſtood 
the battery of a whole party, who did me rhe Honour to profeſs themſelves my 
enemies, and made me appear more conſiderable than ever I thought my ſelf, by 
ſnewing, that no leſs than a confederacy was neceſſary to rume my Reputation , 
bad they overturn'd this, they cou'd not have burt me, ſince 1 had long before 
parted from it, as a trifle, where I never intended to repoſe ;, but as it Happened, 
1 bad the diverſion to ſee the Play ſtand, and them choak'd with the duſt they 
made about it :' if they wou'd bave done me the favour to have taken me into 
;beir ſociety, ] wen'd have joyn'd with them in damning agreat part of it; for I 
dejignd it for Damnation ; but if they bad done ſo, [ fear we ſhou'd not bave 
agreed in what part : for as if we were deſign'd for enmity, with all that T» 
loatd'd, they ſeem'd -extreamly diverted. All this, I ſay, my Lord, only to 


\ offer your Lordſhip my Preſent, as clean as 1 can make it, which IT take the 
| more 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


more pains about, becauſe” I offer it not as a Bribe, but my a Preſent. 
The common declared deſign of Dedication, like the concealed one of Dewotion, 
is in other terms Bribery ; Men do not pray to.ſerve Heaven, but pray 
#hat Heaven may ſerve them; ſo Dedicators, who trouble great 'Men , only 
. Fo gain their Protection , ſacrifice not to their Patrons, but ſacrifice their 
Patrons to themſelves. 1 declare, I beg not your Lordſhips Prote&tion, but 
Acceptance of this Play , and then let it periſh if it will —Vi&ims ought 
to dye, nor does it come. to your Altars without a Crown, and one received 
from a Royal Hand , a Fortune more Glorions than I conld expet?. I de- 
ſigned it, (as any one may ſee by the low Charatiers) only ro ſerve an Ap- 
prentiſhip to the City, but being henuur'd with the King's faveur, 1 thought 
1 ought to treat it with Reſpect , and I cond nit do it greater Honour, 
than to put it in your Lordſhips ſervice; and ſo 1 diſcharged my {lf of a 
double Debt, and paid all under one, the Daty I owed, ro what the King 
favour d, and the much greater Duty and H::i.ur I owe to a Perſon, whom 
Heaven has fawour'd with Qualities a:'mir'd by all the IWorld, but by ncne 
mcre than 


>. 


My L o « v, 


Your Lordſhips moſt Humble, 
And Obedient Servant, 


Joun Crow x, 


AC T O.R S 6 Newer. 


ME N. WOMEN. 
= Thomas Raſh, Father to | Lady Faddle—Aunt to Sir Mannerh. 
Chriſtina. Chrifsma, Daughter to Sir Thomas 


Ramble, a wild young Gentleman of [| Raſh, in love with Ramble. 

the Town, in love witli: Chr;/tina. | Betty Friſque, a young jilting 
Merry, —his Man. | Wench, kept by Lord Drybone. 
Sir Mannerly Shallow, a fooliſh Coun- } Sifs, her Maid. 

try Knight. | | Goody Raſh, an Herb-Woman, the 
Beoky, a dull Country Clown, Ser- Porters Wife. 

vant to Sir Mannerly. IWnmifrid Raſh, her Daughter. 
Lord Drybcne, an old debauched | 7/abella, Chriſtina's Maid. 

Lord, that keeps a Wench, and is | Conſtable, Watch, Fiddles, Ser- 


IT; and jilted by her. 1 Vants, Attendants. 
Ra(R a Porter. | 
SCENE, The Pill-Mal. in the year, 1675. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Sir Manzerly Shallow, the Country Wit. 


Rothers, I'm newly come. to Town from Cumber- 
Land, to be one of your ingenious Number. 
T am afraid 1 ſhall diſgrace you all, 
But I'm reſolud, I will a damning fall ; 
Since you have ten ill Plays for ene good Play, 
T think to damn 'cm all, the ſafeſt way. 
But I ins all things, Sirs, ſhall cepy you, 
And ſave or damn, as you great Tudges do. 
As for the Poet, who ts tryd to day, 
T know him wot, and ſo can little ſays 
IF all in his Petition here be true, 
He did not write this Play (Great Wits) for you. 
He /ays, long fimce, you mighty Fudges ſwore, 
That you weuld never ride this Circuit more; 
That you hawe ta"ne the Mal:fafFor napping, 
He writ fer Wits of London Bridge and Wapping. 
Who hate to ſee a Maſe in Buskings ſtrat, 
As much as im gilt Coach, a gaway Slut. 
That his defence he's unprepar'd to make, 
Yet for an Honcur does your Freſence take, 
Lnd [ays, he does it more Renown eſteem, 
To dye by yon, than to be ſauvd by them. 
Sirs, fer my ſake, let all bis faults be waw'd, 
He's nt the firſk damn'd Poet I have ſav'd, 
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A GR 1 
SCENE, dS: Thomas Raſli's Hosfe. 


Enter Sir Thomas Raſh, Chriſtina, a»d Ifabella. 


Chri/. Arry to morrow, Sir! 
Sir Tho. Ay, to morrow, Sir, why not to morrow, 
j Sir ? Whar great Aﬀairs have you to do that you can- 
. not marry to morrow, as well as ro morrow comy 
ewelve-month ? 

Tab. What a raſh giddy old Man is this! he will compel my Lady to 
marry one the never ſaw, and to a Marriage he has not thought on >: 
bove theſe ten days. | £146, 

Chriſ. If E muſt marry, Sir, I think marriage is a great Aﬀair; and fo 
great a one, that I ought to conſider of ic mote Weeks and Months than 
there ar: Hours betwixt this and to nic: row. 

Sir Tho. Q, pray do you throw Contidering-Caps afide, they are 5: 
for your wear : No Conſidering-Cap was ever mads fit for a Woman's 
Head yer. 

1/ab. How ! no Conſidering Cap ft a Woman's 

Sir Tho. Why, Hutflte, who bid you prate ? | 
I ſay the Marrying, Loving, Embracing part is yours; the Con'd ing part 
is mine : 1 have Contider'd enough of it. | Turnins to Chi 

Chri/. I doubt not, Sir, but you have prudently conlider'd of ic : bur 
whether enough or no, perhaps may be a queſtion : For pleaſe to re. 
member, Sir, but few days are paſt ſince you tirit thought of it; and al- 
moſt the ſame Hour you ficft thoughe of it, you reiolvd of it: and tho' 
I doubt not but you contider*d of it as well as potitble for {ſo ſhore a 
time, yet certainly you did not allow-your ſelf time enough tor fo weighty 
an Affair. 


Sir T &0, 


"C 
Sir Tho, Not time enough | why What had I to conſider of that requir'd 
- time? Here's my Daughter Chriſta, and 5coo U. Poition; there's Sir 
Afdarnerly Shailow, a young Baronet, and 20co /. a year, In ſhort, [11 
fate no more Conlidering, the Ar is concluded, Articles are drawn 
rp berwixt the Lady Faddle and me, by the confent of her Nephew, 
Sir Mazv#merly Shull;w, and Sir Manny will be in Town to morrow, and 
co M0:row he {hall marry you before he ſleeps, nay, before his Boots are 
| off, nay, befoje he lights off his Horſe, he faall inarry you a Horte-back 
but he ſhall marry you to morcow. 

{2b. Ani he ſhall bed her a Horſe-back too, ſhall he ? 

Sir Tho. Why, Huffie, will you be interrupring ſtill ?!— get you out 
of Doors. 

1/ab. | ha* done, Sir. 

Sil Tho. | fay, ger you ont of Doors. 

Chri/. Pierthee, Iſabella, let him alone. 

Iſab. What Fleſh and Blood can endure to fee ſuch a Fool's Match ?2— 
by a Fool, toa Fool, if Reports be crue. 

—y Tho. Your Fleſh and Blood, Sauce box,— or Tll-ſet you out of the 
00M. | Oe. : 

Chriſ. Give o'er, Iſabella, when I forbid you. Well, Sir, but ſuppoſe 
Sir Mannerly upon his arrival ſhould not like me. 

Sir Tho, Not like you! he ſhall like you, or Ill try it out at Law with 
him: I have ic under Black and White, and my Black and White ſhall 
make him like your Red and White, .in fpighton's Teeth ; No, no, there's 
no ſuch Clauſe inour Articles, there's no ſuch Proviſo, he's to marry 
you abſolutely, Bona fide, and with a Notwithſtanding. 

Iſab. Marry her with a B:»a fide, and a Notwithſtanding! What Stuff*s 
this ? What's his Bona fide ? 

Sir Tho. What's that to you, Huffie? will you ne're ha* done ? If I lay 
my Cane o'er your Bona fide, V1 make you repent your prating. | 

Chriſ. Have you no Reſpect, Tabella, to my Commands ? don't you 
ſee that your talking does bur enrage him ? > 

Iſab. Who can endure to have you thus raſhly thrown away on a Fool, 
as all the World ſays Sir Mannerly is ? 

Chriſ. Let me alone with the Management of my own Afﬀfairs. 

Well, Sir, but ſuppoſing Forcune ſhould flatter me with Inclinations to 
Sir Mamnerly- 

1/ab, A worthy piece of Flattery [ Sir Tho. looks angrily. 
I ha* done. : 

Chri/. If I ſhould be ſounfortunate, not.to have the ſame Inclinations 
for him 3 I hope, Sir, you will naz-.compel:; me to marry one I cannot 
love, and conſequently to be the molt miſerableot Women. 

Sir Tho, One you cannot love, Maid! you ſhall love him, Fil make 
you love him : What” cannot you love 2000 }. a Year, and a fair Man- 
tion Houle, and all Conveniences, as fine as any in all Cumberland ? 

Chri/. No doubt, Sir, bur I ſhall like his Eſtace, and his Houls, and his 
Moveables well enough. ; | 
1/ab. But the main Moveable, the Man, there's the Queſtion ! 
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Sir The. Well, Saucineſs ; you talk very boldly, pretty Box, of a Baro- 
net of 2000 /. a year, to call him a Moveable :—- but IT will make her 
love the main Moveable. ———— 

I/ab. I, there's the thing :—if ſhe will like the main Moveable ; if the 
main Moveable will pleaſe her. 

Sir Tho. Well, well, it ſhall pleaſe herz I'll make ir pleaſe her. 

I/ab. Pray, Sir, lay aſide Paſſion, and let us reaſon the Caſe a little. 

Cbriſ. Iſabella, don't you ſee that you provoke my Father ? 

Sir Tho, How would you reaſon ? Come then, have at you ; let her a- 
lone, T11 give her free leave to plead what ſhe can: ſince ſhe would rea- 
ſon, I will reaſon with her : come. | 

1/ab. You will own, Sir, that Sir Mannerly Shallow is a Country Gentlemaz:. 

Sir Tho. And fo I would have him. , 

Iſah. One that never ſo much as ſaw London. 

Sir Tho. As I would have him. 

1/ab. One that never had any thing but Country breeding. 

Sir Tho, As I would have him. 

I/ab. One that knows nothing but what belongs to Dogs and Horſes ; 
that neverſaw a better Aſſembly, than what meet at Fairs, Cock-fights, and 
Horlſe-races. 

Sir Tho. Juſt as I would have him. 

1/ab. Well then, is it poſſible for a Lady (luch a one as my Lady) that 
has never breath*d out of the Air of the Town : 

Sir Tho. And by conſequence never in wholſom Air. 

Tab. Who has always liv'd to the height and gallantry of ic; 

Sir Tho. to the height of the Foppery of it. 

1/ab. And convers'd with the moſt refin'd Wits of the Times, 

Sir Tho. With the moſt debauch'd Raſcals of the Times. 

Jon ever endure a dull Country Clown, and a melancholy Coun- 
try Lite? | 

Sir Tho. Ay, Huflie, better than a lewd, fantaſtical, debauch'd Town- 
Fop, and a ſcanualous Town: life. | 

Iſab. You are {candaliz'd at Debauchery, Sir ; IT will prove the Goun- 
try Gentlemen are full as debauch'd as the very lewdeſt Men of che Town : 
Nay their Debaucheries are the more rude, and brutiſh of the two, and are 
only thought innocent, becauſz they are infipid. 

Sir Tho. How ! more debauct'd than the Town Raſcals! the very Rake- 
hells and Scum of ITniguiry ! that run up and down from Tavern to Tavern, 
and from Bawdy-Houle to Bawdy-Houſe, and get ſo many Poxesand Claps, 
that half their Eſtaces ſcarce pays for the Cure of them. 

Tab, Andis that worle than running frgm Ale-houſe to Ale-houſe, and 
Farm to Farm, and getting ſo many Baftards, that half cheic Eſtates will 
ſcarce pay forths maintaining of them 2 

Sir Tho. Men that are always quarrelling, and figating, and duelling. 

1/ab. Men that are always quarrelling, and never tighting nor duelling. 

Sir Tho, Men that turn away their Wives,and keep Whores in their Houſes. 

1/ab. Men that beat their Wives, and keep Whores in their Houſesto boot. 

Sir Tho, Do Country Gentlemen keep Whores in thicir Houtes ? 
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Tſab. Yes, what are their Houſe-keepers, and Nurſes, and Servatits I'd fain 
know ? 

Sir Tho. Are they their Whores ? You lie, Huflie, you lie. 

1/ab. You lie, ; 

Chri{. Pray, Father. [ Sir Tho. with bs Cane runs after Ifab. to 

I'ab. Sir Thomas —— | beat her, but s held by Chriſtina. 

Oh Sir Thomas, I do but argue ; did you not give me free leave to ſay what 
I could in Argument ? 

Sir Tho. Is giving the lie an Argument ? Huflie, you fawcy —— 

1/ab. 1 ha? done, I ha' done, Sir : I'll diſpute no more. 

Sir Tho. You had not beſt, Huflie. — And for you, Madam, who be- 
gan the Argument, that are at your Likes, and your Not Likes; and your 
Inclinations, and your Compultions, and I know not what ; know that I 
exp2& an entire ſubmiflion to my Commands: prepare without more Lo- 
gick, and Syllogiſm, to marry Sir Mannerly the Minute he comes to Town, 
or in plain Terms to get oue of my Doors: If you refuſe him for your 
Husband, know I will diſown you for my Daughter ; and ſee how you'll 
live to the Height and Gallantry of the Town then : ſee if the Refin'd 
Wits will maintain you; go to the Refin'd Wits, goz—Refin'd Wits with 
a Pox ! Unrefin'd, leud, debauch'd Fops, that ſcarce ever read a Book in 
theic-Lives, except it were a Play 3 that underſtand nothing but writing 
Lampoons upon civil Peopk, breaking of Jeſts on all things, turning all 
things Civil and Sacred into Ridicule, as they call ic ; Ridicule, there's a 
pretty Baſtard Word 3 a Son of a Whore of the Times, Ridicule ! No more 
ado, but prepare to marry Sir Maznerly, or I'll turn you into Ridicale. 

Chriſ. Good Sir, what need all this Tempeſt of Paflion ? I do not refuſe 
your Commands. 

Sir Tho. Tempeſt of Paſſion ! Oh, you are at your Metaphors are you ?— 
Tempeſt of Paflion!—— Virgin, my Tempeſt of Paſlion is co drive you a 
ground upon the Shallows 3 there's a Trope for your Trope : To ſhew you 
a broad Facobus, or a Carolus Wit of the laſt Age, is (Itake ict) of as much 
value, as a little Gujizey Wit of this —— But you, forfooth, and your Re- 
fin'd Wits, think there were never any Wits but your ſelves 3 that your Fa- 
thers were alla Pack of honeſt marrying Fools, that had no more Wit than 
to beſtow all their Love upon their Wives, and all their Eſtates upon their 
Children, to ſtarve themſelves of all Pleaſure in a Conjugal Pond, that fo 
the young Filleys may wince and neigh amongſt the Mares in the fact Mea- 
dows. I muſt confeſs we were all Fools in the event : for had we known 
we ſhould have gotten ſuch an Age of Rake-ſhames as we have, we ſhould 
rather have confpir'd together to have unpeopled the Land ; we havea great 
deal to anſwer for lying with our Wives :—Buc though we were Wits, we 
were no Prophets, we could not foreſee what the Age would prove ; for 
if w2 had, I'faith we had mump'd your Refind Wits, they ſhould ne'er have 
known what Lampoon and R:idicule was. ; 

Chri/. Dear Sir, what need you continue in this Anger, and diſcompoſe 
your felf? I ſhall endeavour to fubmit to your Commands.— But pray, Sir, 
give me leave to ſay one thing, and be not angry. 5 

_ Sir Tho, Well, come, come. 


 Chrif. | 
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Chriſ. Nay, but promiſe tne not to be angry. 

Sir Tho. Well, come, come. 

Chriſ. Have you forgot already, Sir, you have as good as engapg*'d me to 
Mr. Ramble 3 that all his Friends daily expe& when the Match ſhall be 
concluded, 

Sir Tho. Oh, are you thereabout 3 I thought it would break out at laſt. — 
I have pump'd you now Pfaith.—— And have you ſo little Wit or Honour 
in you, fo little of the Pride of the Houſe of Raſh, to love a wild, leud, 
debauch'd Fellow, who never ſought any thing but to abuſe you ; who 
pretended Honourable Articles, on no defign but to get within, your Scon- 
ces and Half-moons, and then ſeize on your Garriſon, and deceive you. 

Chriſ: How do you know, Sir, his Purpoſes were ill? Did he ever reveal 
*em to you ? Tam ſure he neyer did, nor durſt to me. 

Sir Tho. How dol know ! Do not I ſee how he behaves himſelf to all 
Women ? He has not been comes from France above three Months, and 
here he has debauch'd four Women, and fought five Duels : Not a Keeper 
in the Town can preſerve his Doe trom him ; and does not he come eve- 
ry Night here in the Pall mall, under our own Noſes, Serenading with his 
Fiddles and Fools, and at every Buſh where he thinks there is a Hare for his 
Game, ſetting up a hollow ?—— 

1ab. Nay, indeed, Madam, there is too much truth in this : I muſt needs 
ſay, I do not think him a Man worthy of you : And though I would not 
have you married to a Fool you cannot love, neither would I have you 
married to a falſe Man that does not love you, at leaſt not half fo much as 
you merit. 

Chriſ. Doſt thou conſpire with my Father too to make me wretched ? 

Tab. I cannot but joyn with him in the Truth. 

Sir Tho. O ho! are you convinc'd ? then I perceive, Huflie, you diſputed 
only for the ſake of Diſputing. 

Chriſ. Allis not Truth that is reported ; he may love the Converſation of 
O_ out of the Airyneſs and Gaiety of his Temper, and yet have no 
11l deſign. | 

Sir Tho. Airynelſs and Gayety of his Temper ! Lewdneſs and Debauchery 
of his Temper 3 and, Maid, I know what you mean by your pleading for 
him ; you mean.to run away with him, do you ? 

Chriſ. -1 ſcorn the thought, Sir. 

Sir Tho, I ſhall nottruſt your Scorn ; I will have better S2curity t=——— 
I will make you faſt enough to Sir 2annerly as foon as ever he comes, I af: 
ſure you : And for Ramble, if ever he approaches my Doors, I will tight 
him ; nay, Fll fight him where e'reT meet him : And fo get you co your 
Chamber, and prepare all things for to morrcow. A Ligit here, a Light 3 
who waits there? —no body ? where are my People? {| Sir Tho. goes cut. 

1/ab. 1 ſee Sir Thomas 1s refolv'd 
There's no avoiding, Madam. 

Chri/. What ſhall I da? I am almoſt diſtracted. 

Tab, There is nothing to be done, but co call in your Heart as ſoon as 
you can 3 you ſee it isin a publick Bankers Hands, that deals with fo many, 
that it is impoſlible but he muſt break with ſome ; Some will ſcarce ever 
getcheir Intereſt, and few the Principal. B 2 Chri/: 
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Chriſ.. Ah, 1/abella, what would I give to be afſſur'd of that 2 Oh, how 
much eaſs it would afford my Heart; I then could with as much delight 
and pleaſure hate him, as now I love him. 

Iſab. Heaven !— Aſſurance !—What aſſurance, Madam, do you expe? 
Would you fain ſee him abed with ſome Woman? Will no Aſlurance ſerve 
you but that ? To be plain, he's falſe to you 3 and I dare ſwear you make 
but one of the Fifty in the Catalogue of Women he makes Love to : : To ſa- 
tisfie your ſelf, do but enquire. 

Chri. Enquire | Was 1 till now never inform'd of this? have I not oft 
been vex*d with theſe Reports ? and have I not as oft accus'd him too ?— 
and has he not deny'd *em till with Oaths3 ſuch Oaths, tharif he thinks he 
has a Soul, he muſt believe it damn'd if he be falſe : Do you not know that 
all I ſay is Truth ? | 

I/ab. T do : And do you notas well remember I told you all was Falſhood 
he affirm'd ? He thinks he has a Soul! alaſs, good Man, he ſeldom ſets his 
Thoughts on thoſe Afﬀtairs ; heloves his Soul but as he loves his Bawd, on- 
Iy to pimp for Pleaſures for the Body, and then, Bawd like, it may be 
dimn'd, he cares not. 

Chriſ. He is beholdng to you for this Character. 

1/ab. The ſcurvy PiRture is too like the Life. 

Chri/. He gives me too much Caule to fear it is. 
Heaven! for the future Comforts of my Lite, 

Grant me but one, but one Diſcovery ; 

If after that bleſs'd Hour I donot hate him, 

Hate him with perfe& Hatred ; nay, contemn him, 
Contemn him, as the abjeQ'ſt thing in Nature, 

Let me be doom'd & eternal Infamy ; 

Fo live the Scorn and Scandal of my Sex ; 

And Gie for love of him conſum'd to Afhes, 

By tome new, flaming, peſtilential Feaver : 

And let thoſe Afhes ſerve to dry the Billet doux 

He writes to common and abandon'd Wenches. 

1/ab. What an unheard of Curſe have you invented : 

And may he flea off all my Skin for Paper, 
Ii Iemploy not all my Wit to trace him : 
And Womens Wits havealways Edge and Point 
in theſe Aﬀairs:>——Tlt co his Lodging preſently, 
And hunt him dry-foot thence: —— would odds were laid me 
1did not rouze my wild, out-lying Buck 
This hour, and catch him browſing on ſome Common, 
Where he, perhaps, little ſuſpe&s a Hunter —— }] 
m—— Nut, Sir Thomas ——— | 

Enter Sir Thomas, with Fovo Servants with Lights. 

Sir Toc, Come, come, to your Chamber, Maiden, 

And fitz our Accoutrements againſt to morrow. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Sir, my Lady Faddle is coming to ſpeak with you. 
dir Tho, My Lady Faddle | News I warrant from her Nephew, Sir 2an- 
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merly : Her Ladyſhip' is welcome :—— Where is ſhe ?—— wait on 
her in. — | 

Iſab. Now we ſhall have a meſs of fine Stuff, bragging and praiſing her 
ſelf and her Nephew, in conceited fantaſtical Language ; making Ceure 
to her ſelf, in ſuch an abſurd manner, that ic would make Pride humble, to 
fee it ſelf appear fo ridiculous. 

Chriſ. Ay, and ſtill railing againſt the bad Women of the Town, only 
becauſe they get all the Men from her : Becauſe ſhe can get no Lovers, 
ſhe would fain have Love out of Faſhion. 

Iſab: Ay——and ftill moſt ſeverely. cenſuring all chat- are young and 
handſome to be naught 3 though ſhe, at the lame time, does all ſhe can to 
ſcem handſome, that ſhe may be naught. 

Chri{. Thar is like her railing again{!t painted Women, at the ſame” mi- 
nute ſhe is painting her felf—-But——ſt, ſhe's a coming. 

Enter Lady Faddle and Bridget, Lady Faddle with a Letter. 

Sir Tho. My Lady Faddle | your Ladytſhips very humble Szrvant : What 
kind Occaſion gives me the Honour of your Ladyſhips Vilit thus late. 

L. Fad. Sir Thomas, how doſt thou do 2 Dear Sir Thomas, I have receiv'd 
a Letter this iaſtant, which cells me news, which I am perſwaded will not 
be undelightful Chritty, how doſt thou do, ſweet Chrirty 2 Thou haſt a - 
very paſſionate Adorer poſting to thy Altars: Thy Lover is flying to thee 
on the Wings of Love and Honour, as the Poets fay in their Plays. 

Chriſ. What Stutt's here 2. 

Sir Tho. News 1 warrant.from your Nephew, Sir Manner!y. 

La. Fad. Exactly conjecur'd. I'll aflure thee, Sir Themas 3 he writes: me 
word, he intends, -out of a piece of Gallantry, to ride Poſt all night, that 
he may vilit his Miſtreſs by break of day ; he's unwilling the Sn ſhould ice 
her before him. 

Sir Tho. A very fine Exprefſion ! Fil give him a thouſand Pound more 
with her for that Expreflion—— He's unwilling the Sun ſhould lee her before - 
him !——1 proteſt I have not heard a wittier and finer Pafſage. 

Chriſ. Oh, moſt delicate ! here's onz glimps of the Fool's Pi&ure I am 
to marry already ;_ I ſhall ſee it more at large preſently. | Aſide to ab. 

La. Fad. Nay, I atture you, Sirs, you'll find kim a notable Youth 
Chritty, thou muſt look over thy Academy of Complements to night, Chrit- 
ty, againſt he. comes, or 62 my Honour he will be to hard for thee ; he'll run 
thee down : He puts the Country Gentlemen to ſuch Non-pluiles, that they 
do not know what to fay tohim: he is call'd the very Wit and Spark of 
Cumberland; and 1s indeed the very Flower and Ornament of the North. 

Chri/. I'll warrant you his Wit and Sparkſhip lics in heing an infinite Balz- 
ler, and a moſt expert Fool at Queſtions and Commands, car:ying of 
Counſel, Crois-purpoſes, and forme fuch ingenious Spores. [ #/ide to Iab. 

Ifab. Ay, and T warrant, writes Anagraims and Acroſticks. Aſides 

Sir Tho. Is ie pollible thar one can be to finely bred in Cumberland? 

La. Fad. Oh, you will wonder at it when you ſee him, to lee hoiy fine- 
ly bred he is, how Juntes and Complaiſane. I 

Sir Tho, Marvel.-— what, and has never ſen the Town! 
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-La. Fad. Never feen atiy Town, almoſt : You fnuſt know, his Father, 
the old Baronet, wasa Man that had mortal Enmities to the Town, and to 
all forts of Town-vanity ; and would never ſuffer him to wear a Genteel 
Suit, to read any.Book, except a Law-Book, nor to ſtir from home but in 
his Company ; -and that was ſeldom any whether but ta his Farms, and 
Tenants, to ſee his Grounds and Woods, or overlook his Quarriesand Coal- 
Mines : And then his Mother, my Siſter Shallow, on the other ſide, was 
the fondeſt Creature of him, and would never ſuffer him to be out of ſight, 
except when he was with his Father : and both theſe having not been dead - 
above a Twelve-Month, and the Aﬀairs of his Eſtate employing him much 
at home ; I am per{waded the Bounds of his Land have been the utmoſt 
extents of his Travel; except ſince his Parenes Death, he has given himſelf 
a ſwinge to ſome Race, or Fair. | | 

Chriſ. He is like to be a moſt accompliſh'd Perſon. [Afde. 
_ Sir Tho. Your Ladyſhip puts me in Admiration—— 

Good Madam, which way could he come by this fine Breeding ? 

La. Fad. Qh, Sir Thomas, you will put me on a piece of Vanity. . 

Tab. And that needs not on my Word. _—/ 

Sir Tho. Oh, your Ladyſhips humble Servant. 

La. Fed. If I muſt anſwer you the truth, Sir Thomas, I muſt ſay, in ſpight 
of my Modeſty, he is indebted to me for the moſt of his Accompliſh- 
ments: 

| Chriſ. Thenthey are moſt accompliſh'd Accompliſhments. [ Aſide. 

| Sir Tho. Oh, I beg your Ladyſhips Pardon, I did nor conceive that before. 

La. Fad. Oh good Sir Thomas, it is eaſily granted 3 you muſt know I ac- 
cuſtomed my ſelf in my Siſters Life-cime, to beſtow my Company on her 
every Summer. | 

Chriſ. Indeed, if I had been ſhe, I would never have thanked you for the 
Gift : I would rather you had beftow'd your Abſence on me. FAfrde. 

La. Fad. And you may imagine, for the Honour of my Family, I neg- 
le&ed no occaſion of inſtrufting my Nephew in all things that was perti- 
nent to a well-bred Gentleman ; and truly I found him a very docible 
Scholar. . 

Sir. Tho. Nay, if your Ladyſhip had the forming of him, he is the moſt 
. perfe& of Gentlemen, the Pattern of breeding and Vertue: for no common 
 Excellencies could be deriv*d from ſach a noble Inftrureſs. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, you over-run me with too great a flood of 
Language. ET ; $ 

Sir Tho. Oh, *cis your Ladyſhip only is the Governels of that Province. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomss, it is you are the Inheritor, 'tis you have the 
Learning, and the Parts. 

Sir Tho. Oh, *tis your Ladyſhip has the Phraſe, and the Mine. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, it is you have all, 

Sir Tho. Oh, the Sovereignty is your Ladylhips. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, you depoſe yourſelf from your Rights. 

Sir Tho. Oh, *tis your Ladyſhip dethrones your ſelf, 

La. Fad. Oh, Slr Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Ob, Madam, 


La. Fad. 


The Country Wit.- 9 
La. Fad. Intolerable preſumption it were—— 


Sir Tho. I beſeech your Ladyſhip. | 
La. Fad, I proteſt, Sir Thomas —— [Falls a Couphing. 


Chriſ. Oh, how ſeaſonably this Cough comes to deliver my poor Fa- 
ther. ; | [<4fide. 


La. Fad. Fie upon this tickling Rheum. - 

Sir Tho. Oh your Ladylſhip ſtrains your ſelf too much, to be obliging. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas. | 

Sir Tho. Oh, no more, I befeech your L1dyſhip: I will not preſume to 
enter any more into the Lifts and Tournaments of the Tongue with your 
Ladyſhip : I yield the Laurel to your Ladyſhip.—But to return to the Dif: 
courſe from which we wandred, of Sir Mannerly: I am infinitely glad to 
hear of his Accomplifhments and Perfe&ions 3 for now I hope I ſhall con- 
vince my Daughter, when he appears, thac there grow finer things in the 
Country than Pinks and Daiſies: — the Country is able alt> to produce a 
fine Gentleman ; yes, Daughter, and (I hope) as finea Man as your ador'd 
Rainble too : She thinks him, Madam, the very Top of the Creation, the 
Flower and Qainteflence of Gallantry, the Wit of Nature, a meer Poem. 

La. Fad. On, fie upon thee, Chritty ; doſt thou debauch thy Aﬀeions 
with that lewd Fellow till. 


Sir Tho. Ay, Madam, pray chide her. 
La. Fad. Strange! didI never tell you how he courts a young Wench 


that lives over againſt my Lodging in the Pall mall, one Betty Friſque ? 


Iab. This is the Wench I told you of. { Afide to Chrif. 
Chriſ. I give never the more credit to thy Story from her Authority. 
[ Aſide ro fab. 


La. Fad. This Wench, you muſt know, is kept by that filthy old Fellow, 
my Lord Drybonz, an old haraſs'd Fellow of the Town ; one that has been 
an eminent Sinner theſe thirty years 3 was a great Comrade of Princs Grijf- 
fins in the beginning of the War. 

Sir Tho. I am more happy than to know him. 

Chriſ. If the truth were known, he was fome quondam Gallant of her La- 
dyſhips. [ Aide. 

La. Fad. And ſhe being exceeding pretty, (as I mult needs ſay the'is,) 
fome ſay ſhe bears ;ſome lictle of Reſemblance of me :; Ithink indeed 
ſhe has a little of the Air of my Face. 

Sir Tho. Then ſhe wants for no Beauty. | 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, I did nor lay a Plot for that Complement. 

Sir Tho, Oh, Madam. Chriſ. Ridiculous ! [4/ide. 

La. Fad. She being, as I faid, wonderful pretty, he is fond of her to Di- 
ſtracion 3 and fa jealous, that he locks her up cloſer than a Nun, will ſcarce 
lec her ſtir ſo far as the Balcony ; will not let her ſes any Man, though buc 
through the Caſement. 

Sir Tho. And to be brief, this wild Fellow, Ramble, plays Tricks to de-- 
ceive the Lord Dryboxe of his beloved Prize. - 

La. Fad, Mot certain. 

Sir Tho. And your Ladyſhip has ſeen theſe Paſſages. 

La. Fad. Not 1 ; I know not the Fellow when 1 ie; him : 
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Phate fellows that run after ſuch Creatures. —— : 

I know ſuch Fellows! — Foh : -— I have '*em from the Wenches own 
mouth : You muſt know, out of pity to her, becauſe I know her Friends, I 
give my ſelf the trouble to fit with her ſometimes, to endeayour to draw her 
irom that vile courſe of life, and return to Vertue, of which fhe has yet ſome 
tew ſparks remaining. 

Sir Tho. Well, I heartily thank your Ladiſhip for this ſtory ; now I am 
confirm'd what a Fellow this Ramble is : and does he rank my Daughter 
with his Betty Friſques, and his Trulls? let him but come near my doors if he 
dares. Now Maid, you-will importune me for Ramble again, will you ? 
yes, Betty Friſque,and you ſhall try a Friſquin-for him,— you ſhall Duel it, you 
(ſhall. — Well Madam, Sir Manzerly will be in Town to morrow you ſay. 

La. Fad. Before the Sun is up. 

Sir Tho. My money is ready, Madam ; we muſt not delay this. buſineſs, leſt 
any inconveniency ſhould ariſe, if Ramble comesto have any intelligenceofic. 
Fa. Fad. They ſhall Marry on fight.. -'-*. | 

Sir Tho. I could wiſh Sir Mannerly had kept to the Letter of the Articles, 
and been in Town as he was oblig'd, four days ago. 

La. Fad. You know I gave you the reaſon, and two or three days can 
break no ſquare: I know, Sir Thomas, you are a perſon of that Honour ,as 
not to take any advantage. 

Sir Tho. Not in caſe no damage ariſes by delay. 

La: Fad. There ſhall none, I warrant thee, Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Well, it grows late: I am your Ladyſhips moſt humble Servant:— 
I beſeech you let me. wait on your Ladiſhip to your Chair. 

La. Fad. Ir needs not, Sir Thomas. 

Chriſ. I love my Father for this ; — he very civilly and Complemen- 
tally turns her out of doors, CG: | | aſide. 

Sir Tho, Oh Madam, what do you take meto be ? do you think I will 
be fo rude? 'Take Lights here ; -—— Chriſtina, pay your duty to your Lae 


dy-Aunt that muſt be, — and ſee her in her Chair. | 
[ Sir Tho. »ſhcrs Lady Faddle cat, Lab. carries Lights. 
Chri/. Oh now am alone, my heart would break, | Muſick plays. 


But that I ſcorn to let fo falſe a Man, 
Planc "Trophies on my Grave, ——- 


| { Muſick -without. 
Enter  Ifabella running. 


Tab. Oh MaCam, Madam, Mr. Rambles Fiddles are juſt now going by the- 


door ; your Father in a rage calls for his Sword, and will go fight him ; if 
you pleaſe I will dog him, and diſcover his Intrigue. * 
Chriſ. Where are they ? which way went they ? E 
My Scarf, and my Vizard Maſque, quickly. | Exit” running. 
SCENE, The Pall-Mall. : 
Merry goes over tve Stage, followed by Muſick, 
Enter Lady Faddle holding Sir Tho. Raſh, followed by a Chair and Flambeaux. 
Sir Tho. Fear not, Madam, there ſhall no miſchief come of it. 
La. Fad. At my requeit, Sir Thomas. -. | 
Sir Tho, Your Authority over as is fo abſolute: — I will pawn my 
Honour 


F 
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Honour to your Ladyſhip there ſhall no miſchief be done, I will only ſend 
him further from my door. 

Footm. The Muſick goes near your Ladiſhips door. 

La. Fad, Near my door! he will not have the impudence to Serenade 


me ſure. [pov inte the Chai. 
I am affraid the Fellow will peſter me with his Amours: n OR ir nn 
Go home quickly. [to the Chair-mes, 
Sir Thomas, Good-night. Wh [ Exit. 


Sir Tho. Boy, my Buff-Coat and my Tuck. * | [Ex 

The. Muſick goes over the Stage. Enter Chriſtina and Iſabella 
Vizarded, following it. 

Chriſ. Now I ſhall diſcover my Gentleman 3 

T thank Heaven for the eaſe this will give me : 

But Oh how wretched is a Lovers fate, 

When thoſe we love, we ſtudy Arts to hate. [ Exennt. 


AC T 11. SCENE; The Sus 
Enter Merry and the Fiddles, followed by Chiiſtina and Ifab<ll2. 
{ Lady Faddle and Bridget in the Balcony.) 


Merry. Q9Y; ſtand here, this is the place z it will not be long ere my &!:. 
ſter comes. 

Tab. This is as my Lady Faddle ſaid, my Lord Drybone's Houſe. 

Chriſ. That fooliſh Woman was in the right I ſee. 

Tab. Oh I will believe her Intelligence about theſe matters, as ſoon as any 
ones: ſhe that plies in all places ſo diligently as ſhe does, to get the reverſi- 
on of ſome Intrigue, never fails of erue Intelligence in theſe affairs. 

Chriſ. And yet railing againſt Love is the perpetual ſubje& of her eter- 
nal Tongue. | : 

1/ab. Oh ſhe has reaſon, for Love uſes her very ſcurvily, conſidering how 
much ſhe Courts it. | 

Chriſ. Heark,— Ithink I hear babling in her Balcony. 

Tab. T warrant ſbe's lending her fooliſh ear to the Muſick. 

La. Fad. Not Rambles Fiddles ! 

Bridg. No, Madam z — I faw the Gentleman's face as a Link pafſs'd by. 

La. Fad. Then the Serenade is to me3 and I will know who dares be 
ſo bold. 

Bridg. To your Ladiſhip ! why ſhould you think 'tis to you, Madam ? *cis 
over at my Lord Drybone's Houle. 

La. Fad. What if it be? why may it not be direted to me? is my Per- 
ſon ſecure from the trouble of Amours? thou ſpeak'ſt this out of contempt 
co me 3 I take it for an affront. | | 

Bridg. T beſeech your Ladiſhip think not fo. 

La. Lad. I do not think ſo ; my Perſon is not yet—— 

Bridg. I do not talk of your Perſon, Madam : —- 

Lord what diligent watching and ſcouting have we to get ; aſicle. 
a forlorn Lover into our weak ambuſh, and cannot ! = 
Madam, I only ſay *tis over the way my Lord Drybone's, 

| ® | 
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La. Fad. Still continue in contradiction to me! diſpute no more, but g6 
and command the perſon from me, whoe'er he is, to come over to me 3 
and if he has a paſſion, let him expreſs it in a decent manner: in ſuch, a 
manner as I may with honour receive it. 

Bridg. If he has a paſſion, that is the thing ſhe wayld be at. . [ aſide. 

La. Fad, And let all my Servants appear, that he may know of what qua- 
lity ſhe is whom he pretends to Serenade. | | 

Bridg. That he may know what a kind Coming Lady ſhe is who would 
fain be Serenaded. | aſide. (Ex. La. Fad. and Bridg. 

Chriſ. Tt was her voice. 

7 ab. She was ftanding.there I warrant in a fit of envy ; repining at the 
plenteous feaſts of other Beauties, whilft ſhe would be glad of the Crums 
that fall from their Table. | ; 

Chriſ. What's the reaſon Ramble's Fiddles are fo long ſilent ? Iam refolv'd 
P11 ſtay here till I ſee the event : whether the thing he Serenades will come 
to him or no. 

Mer. *Tis a very dark night, there's not light enough to ſhew me the end 
of my Noſe ; what ſtays this Maſter of mine fo long ? ſome nzw Love-ad- 
venture, Fll tay my life owt; for nothing elſe could ſtay him Pm fure: Oh 
'tis a brave Univerſal Lover! what pity *tis ſuch a large fpacious foul, that 
holds fuch vaſt prodigious quantities of Love, ſhould have but one body to 
vent it at: the vent is too narrow : all the convenience is, that it is never 
empty.—— But ſee, here's a pretty Woman coming out of that Houſe. 

; Enter Bridget. 

1/ab. Here's my Lady Faddle's Woman coming. 

Mer. Like Maſter, like Man: my Maſter is a Leviathan in Love, and 1 
am a very Grampois 3 all but my Maſter are Porpuſles to me: ſome neigh- 

'ring She-veſlel afraid of me, has thrown this 'Veſlel over-board for me to 
; .y withal: and ſee ſhe ſwims towards me. 

Chriſ. They meet. 4 

Tab, *Tis Merry, Mr. Ramble's Man. 

Chri/. What detign ſhould they have together. 

M.r. To me, Madam ! 

Bridg. Yes Sir, a Lady of quality over the way has ſomething of concern 
to diſcourſe with you, and deſires you will oblige her ſo far as-to come over. 

Mer. A Lady of quality have concerns with me! — [ aſide] Some 
blefling thrown on me from Love, I hope, to reward my diligent labours 
in his ſervice: No adventure with a Woman can be ill : Il hazard my per- 
fon: —— wait you at that corner ; -— (to rhe Fiddles) Fhat way my Ma- 

er will come: if he ask for me, tell him I am call'd out in the ſervice. 

[ Ex. Merry and Bridg. 

Cbr;/. Gone in with my Lady Faddle's Woman! does Ramble hold ſecret 
correſpondence with his publick enemy my Lady Faddle ? is he cone to 
that piece of treachery ? WD 

1/ab. Only ſecret love ; correſpondence between Merry and Bridget : my 
I.ady Fa4dle cannor be guilty of ſo cunning a Plot: you honour her under- 
itznding too much, to accule her of it. | 

Chriſ. Well, why dolI ſubmit to ſuch baſenefs, to creep aſter a fall. Feilow 
who deſeryes not my meaneſt ought ?—- Mr. 
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Mr. Ramble farewell; your Fiddles have cur'd me of the Taravtu!z of Love, 
and the paltry Animal ſhall ſet his little venomous cath in ms no more, 1 
warrant it. 

I/ab. Come, come, hang it, forgive a litcls extravagance for once; he 
loves you well in the main, I think in my Conſcience : beiides, all men are 
as bad 3 the whole Nation is infected with the fame diftaſe: there 15 not a 
ſound-hearted wholeſome Lover in ir, except it be fuch a one as ; 2u Coun 
try Fool ; and a thouſand to one bue he brings to Town fome Country lech 
too; a paſlion for a Dairy-Maid :—Oh the invincible cha: ms of a Sillibub ! 

Chriſ. Diſpute not; ——- I hate him, and the hour when tirſt I ſaw him, 
and my ſelf that ever I lov'd him : Nay, I hate the Paſſion of Love tor his 
ſake, and with this blaſt of Rage goes out that flame which his falle fires en- 
kindled : and now I will never ſpend one thoughe more of him : all my 
vexation is, that I muſt ſuffer for his crimes; becauſe he has been falle, I 
mult be condemn'd to pine away my life in the embraces of a Clown ;-—— 
a reaſonable piece of Jultice ! 

1/ab. Come, M1 iam, never conſpire'to your own unhappineſs : hearken 
not to pride pride is a hutfing vapouring Aſs, pretends to conquer Love, 
and do greater matters than he is able: Love is not to be He&or'd by tuch 
a Coxcomb : hearken to Love, and make your {clf as happy as you can, 
if you cannot be as happy as you would, or as you deſerve. | 
 Cbrif. Leave thy Politiques, and thy idle diſcourſe, or leave me : my Re- 
folution is fix'd: I know when I do examine Ramble about it, he will have 
the impudence to deny it all: bur I will circumvent him : have you 
borrow'd my Coulins Lodgings for our Plor. 

I/ab. Yes, Madam, the whole Houle is at your ſervice. 

Chriſ. Vl go thither with ſpeed : do thou watch thy opportunity to 
ſpeak to Ramble. [ Exit, 


Enter Bridget laughing. 

Bridg. What ſport have Thad! — Now the amorous Star whom my 
Lady has ſo long Courted, has ſhed his influence; the has gain'd a Lover, 
now her heart will be at reſt; and her congue too will have many a minutes 
repoſe, which was before continually railing againſt Intrigues, and wanton 
Women, and lewd Men, and1 know not what: Bur the way of gaining 
him was pleaſant; ſhe plainly irighted che Man into Love, fac'd him down 
he Serenaded her, and ſhe would right hzr Honour, that the poor Man is 
forc'd to pretend an extraordinary Pafiion tor fear of being Cudgeld =— 
But ſee, he was coming away already, I believe he {ufpects a beating ſtill. _; 

| Enter Lady Faddle and Meriy. 

Mer. Oh Madam, what do you mean to give your ſweet beauteous felf 
this trouble 2? | | 

L1. Fad. What ſhould I mean, Sir, but to expreſs my civilicies. 

| Mer. The Air is damp, Madam, and you may catch one of thele icurvy 
reigning Colds, that polleſs almoſt all chz Lungs and Noſes of the Town ; 
and you are now in more danger than any, becauſe a Cold will be ambiti- 
ous to inhabit your fair perſon. 

La. Fad: OQn'SiIr, you are very ingenious: I may well endure a minutes 
cold Air for you, who have tigh'd ſo many cold Evenings (as you ſay you 
have) under my Window. + 2 Mer. 
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Mer. That I have indeed, Madam. 
>Lad. Fad, Well Sir, to tell you truth, I dare not be unkind to you : for 
as ſome men have unlucky hands, where they ſtrike they kill; fol have un- 
lucky eyes, where I wound I ſwear I very often kill: I ſwear ſo many have 
dy'd for me, that Ibegan to have a little regret in my mind, and reſolve to 
bring no more Innocent blood on my head, 

Mer. O bleſt be that pious Reſolution ! — but for this comfort my fate 
had been the ſame: my ſoul might have gone to the Muſick of the Spheres, 
but never to the Fiddles that wait for-me in the Street. 

Enter a Fiddler running. , | 

Fid. Where is he ? — Fack, Fack Merry, your Maſter is come ; come 


away quickly, 


Mer. You ſawcy Raſcal, whither do you preſs? [ frikes him. 
Fidl. How now, you puppy, what's this for ? I'll make your Maſter Cud- 
gel you. | [ Exit Fidler. 


Ar. Dog, Pll run him through. 

La. Fad, Hold, hold Sir, what's the meaning of this? | 

Aer. A rude Fellow topreſs into a Ladies preſence; becauſe we Jeſt with 
one another in the Streets, he muſt come and play his Horſe-play here. 

Lad. Fad. What does the Fellow mean, Sir ? - 

Acr. You muſt know there is a Gentleman in this Town, one Mr. Ramble, 
that is a great Comrade of mine; welive together, and are {worn Brothers, 
and call one another out of Raliery Maſter and Man; ſometimes I am his 
Man, and ſometimes he is my Man : and indeed we are inſeparable; joyn 
hearts, joyn fecrets, joyn Fiddles together ; he knows of my Love, andI 
know of his Love ; and both our Miſtreſles living ſo direaly oppoſite one to 
the other, we bring our Fiddles and Serenade both under one: and this wild 
Fellow you ſaw, is a Gentleman that we admit in our Company, becauſe 
he plays his part on the Violin: and he has no more Manners than to 
preſs after me into a Lady of Quality's preſence, like an ill-bred Scraper as 
he is: —I ſwear I'll 

L 3. Fad. Oh Sir, let there be no quarrels. ——. 

Aer. No, no, Madam, Ill warrant you. 

La. Fad. Nay, but promiſe me; it will make me publick, and diſhonour me. 

Aer. | will engage my Honour there ſhall not : — Well, moſt dear, 
dear Madam, we are now each others for ever; to morrow the formalities 
of the Church ſhall conclude what is ſo happily begun. 

La. Fad. Farewell, dear Sir. 

Mer. Farewell, moſt dear Madam: Oh happy night! O happy hour ! 
Oh happy me. | | 

La. Fad, Well, I ſwear this was unexpeRed. t [ Exits 

Enter Ramble and Mufick at one door : Ramble meets Merry. 


Ramb. Who's there, Merry ? : 
Mer. Who ſhould it be elſe ? who walks the Streets o* this time of nights, 


but you or], Sir? 
Kamb. | have been ſtaid by the braveſt adventure. ttt 
Mer. 1 have not been idle, Sir; I dare compare adventures with you for 


what you pleaſe. " 
Kamb, Ill tell thee mine anon- ©. Aer, 
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Mev. And Tl tell you mine, when you have a mind to laugh : Well, Sir, 
my Comfort is, you nor I ſhall not have much to anſwer for, tor neglecting 
the Talents Nature has given us 3 we have no loſs of time lies on our Con- 
ſciences : While other lazy People fleep and take their eaſe, we are con- 
ſcientioufly labouring in the Cauſe ; and yet theſe wicked People cenſure 
us, and ſay we turn day into night, and night into day, and invert the or- 
der of Nature. - 

Ramb. The order of Nature! the order of Coxcombs ; the order of Na- 
ture is to follow my Appetite : Am T to eat at Noon, becauſe itis Noon, or 
becauſe I am a hungry ? To eat becauſe a Clock ſtrikes, were to feed a 
Clock, or the Sun, and not my ſelf: Let dull grave Rogues obſerve di- 
ſtin&tion of Seaſons, eat becauſe theSun ſhines, and when he departs lie 
drown'd ſome nine hours in their own Flegm ; I will pay no fuch homage 
to the Sun, and Time, which are things below me ; I am a Superior Be- 
ing to them, and will make *em attend my Pleaſure. 

Mer. Moſt nobly refolv'd : how proud ſhall I be to have the Sun my Fel- 
low-Servant. 

Ramb. The World is Nature's Houſe of Entertainment, where Men of 
Wit and Pleaſure are her free Gueſts, ry*d to no Rules and Orders : Fools 
indeed are her Houſhold-ſtuff, which ſhe locks up, and brings forth at Sea- 
fons; handſome Fools are her Piures ; {tudious, plotting, engineering 
Fools are her Mechanick Implements ; ſtrong laborious Fools, are her com- 
mon Utenſils; valiant bold Fools are her Armoury ; and dull infignificant 
Fools are her Lumber, which by Wars, Plagues, and other Cenveniences, 
ſhe ofcen throws and ſweeps out of the World. 


Mer. Very well, Sir : and pray what Fool am I? 
Ramb. An amphibious Creature, that liveſt in both Elements of Wit and 


Fool ; the major part of thee is Fool ; but that parrof thee that is Wir is 
erus Wir; and fo thou art a nobler Animal than many of thoſe paor Crea- 
tures that thou ſeeſt ſwim after Men of Wit and Senfe, for the Scraps and 
Orcs of Wit that fall from them ; they leap and play out of the Water, as 
high as they can, but they are bur Fiſh ſtill; Folly is their Element, and 
there they muſt ſtay. 1 pity the poor Poetsz theſe Creatures do but ſpoil 
our Mirth, but they ruin the Poets Labours ; they are to them as the Fox is 
to the Badger, when che Badger has with great pains ſcratch'd himſelf a 
Hole, &1e Fox comes and ſiinks him our of it : But enough of this.—— 
Come, to the buſineſs in hand ; however 'risin other Aﬀairs, Iam for re- 
ducing Love to the ſtate of Nature 3 I am for no propriety, but every man 
get what he can : however Invalion in this Caſe I am fure is lawful ; when 
a pretty young Woman lies in the Poſfeflion of an old Fellow, like a fair 
fertile Province under the Dominion of the Turk, uncultivated and unen- 
joy'd, no good Chriſtian but ought to make war upon him:—thart mine 
is akind of Holy War, and Iceſerve a Benedidion : And fo my mulical 
Pilgrims to your Arms | 

Mer. Sir, you will make the j2alous old Lord cut the pretty Creatures 
Throar. 

Kamb. Oh, Sir, he loves his Divertiiſment too well for that ; like an old 
Cat that has been a good Mouſer in his time, he loves his Prey, though it 
be but to mew over it ; But look, I fee a Light. Mer. 
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Mer. 1 hear her Voice too:— I am lure *tis hers. 

Ramb. She's coming to the Window : — | 
Rogues, run and light your Flambeaux, or call a Link that ſhe may ſee me. 

[ To his Footmen. 

Mer. Up fo late! 

Ramb. Ay, poor Creature, ſhe, like the reſt of her Sex can have no reſt 
in this World, neither wich a Man, nor without a Man ; not with a Man, 
for if he be young, he lets her have no reſt ; it he be old ſhe lets him have 
no reſt 3 and without a Man, to reſt is impoſlible : So, poor Souls, they 
have no reſt inchis Life. Heark, they are loud ; let's liſten. 

Lord Drybone, Betty Friſque, and Cifs, come ro the Window. 

Lord Dr. What do you cometo the Window for ? come to bed I ſay. 

Betty. T will not come to Bed. 

Lord Dr. Will you ſtill be thus humourtome ? 

Betty. Yes that I will. 

Lord Dr. Come, you are a proud, filly, whimſical, inconſiderable, fan- 
taſtical Jilc. 

Betty, Come, you are a weak, trifling, old No-man. 

Ramb. Oh admirable! this is a Serenade co me. 

Lord Dr. How dare youtalk thus to a Man of my Quality ? 

Betty. What care I for your Quality ; do you think I am in love with a 
Patent ? *tis a Man, and not a piece of Parchment that I value. 

Ramb. A very Wit, as I live. 

Ci/s. Pray, Madam, do not anger my Lord fo. - 

Lord Dy. Do you know who I am, that you dare fay this ? 

Betty. Yes, I know you to be Thing with a Title ; or rather Nothing 
with a Title : Your Lordſhipis Titular, your Manhood is Ticular, and eve- 
ry thing Titular but your Money ; and your ſubſtantial Money com- 
pounds for your Titular Perſon. | - 

Lord Dr. Do you twit me i*th* Teeth with my Bounty to you ? forgive 
the Fault, Mrs. E/;zzaberh Fri/que, I ſhall be penitent and reform. 

Betty. | doubt not your penicence and Reformation 3 I ſhall have 
fome Ambaſſadors from Guiney to morrow, to treat ofa Peace; the King's 
Image in Gold, muſt make Satisfaction for the Faults committed by the 1[- 
mage of a Subject. 

Ramb. The moſt admirable Tongue-Fencer | have heard, he cannot get 
a hit of her. 

Lord Dr. You are very civil, Mrs. Elizabeth , 
To ſhew how damnably I ſhall truſtrate your Expectations, I this night 
put an end to your Reign : Your way of livelyhood is much after the Mode 
of the Tartars; when you have graz'd all you can in one Province you 
ie:k out a new one: and fo prepare to morrow tor freſh Forage. 

Betty. My way of living with you has been much afrer the mode of the 
Tartars, for I have taſted fince 1 came, nothing but Horſe-fleſh ; and freſh 
Forage I wil) ſeek to morrouwv, | | 

Lord Dr. And to you ſhall. { Exit Lord Dr, 

Ar. Do you hear, Sir? the fair Faulcon will have her Hood and hec 
Bells pull'd off to morcow, and $t to fly at liberty. 
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rams. 1 hears T want bn: 2 liehe tg Lure her down on my fiſt: where 
ſtay my loytering Rogues ? 

Aer. I am afraid 'tis ſo late there's not a light to be got. 

Betty. Come Cifs, I'll go lie with thee. 

Ciſs, Why do you vex my Lord ſo, Madam ? 

Betty. This is the diſcipline I keep him under: not a ſyllable he ſpeaks to 
night, but ſha!l coſt him dearer chan printing a Book in Folio : he ſhall be 
glad to morrow to tye me and all my things in my Chamber with Poiar 
de Venice,and barricado me wich Stones as rica as the Philoſophers-Stone, and 


Mortar of Amber greeſc. 
Ci/s. Well, I ſwear 'tis a rare thing to be anablolute Prince, and have rich 
Subjects ; Oh how one may Pill 'em and Poll 'em. { Exit. 


Ramb. Oh dull Rogue that Tam! T have ſtaid till ſhe's gone 3 gone, as 1 
live, the Window is ſhut and all dark: ſtrike up, you Rogues, and retrieve 
her ; never ſtay for Tuning. — She does not coms yet : {crape as loud 
as you can, make your Catguts ſqueek as loud as a Conſort of Catterwauiers 
would at the roaſting of one: — {he's goneto bed, I am rain'd: — Sing, 
joyn all your throats and baw]; beat a Travalley on thz Drums of their 
ears, — [ hear ſome body ar the Window, *tis ſhe I hope: F Lord Dryb. peeps 
now be more melodious, leit you fright her t:nce. cnt of the windew, 

Lord Dr. Muſick at my door art this time o' night ! Now I ſhall diſcover 
my Gentlewomans Intrigues : *cwas for this ſh< came to the winuoy : 2 
liſten co ery if I can find out any myſtery by their Song, and then itz to 
the door, and ſce who they are. 


SONG. 
Pox of impertinent Age, I bring thee bot Tuuth and Love, 
The pleaſures of Youth to invade 3 Come minz'!e thy fires 9:19 mine; 
The Cheat who has long been broke, We'll ferve to the mgor for Stars, 
Has impudence ſtill 10 Trade. And make *em aſham'd to ſhine, 
Awaken fair Celia betimes, Come down to my plentif's! feaſt, 
Before thy ſweet Youth's undone ; Lye picking & bones no more, 
Come ſow thy delights in a breaſ? Toe ſcrays of a diſh ill dreſsd, 
Wall yield thee a hundred for one. And the leavings of many a Whore. 


As they have done ſinging, . enter Sir Thomas Rath in a 2:f-coat, with a long 


Sword by his ſide, followed by two or three Focrmen with lens Swords. 
. oO 


Sir To. Where is this Ramble and his Fiddles ? 

1 Foot, ] heard *em, an't like your Worſhip, but juit nov hererbouts, 

Sir Tho. How ſhall I kaow they ace li's? —— a comnany of Rogues, to 
lay my Buff-coat out of the way, that 1 iiave loſt Ram" while 1 have been 
looking my Coat : and you, Sicrah, to let your Torch go ot, 
| | fo ore of Iwe Feotmen. 

Ramb. What an unlucky Puppy am 1? ſhe does not loot cut yer. 

1 Footm. Sir, Sir, an't ke your Worſhip I ſze a heap of men ac yender 
door, I believe they are they. 

Sir Tho. How ſhall I know that Sirrah ? — come along, Filliiten, and hear 
what they talk of : if it be Ramble, TH Romble him, Pil eeach fun to come 
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rambling and rambling afrer my Davghte -. 2 Fortran. 
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2. Foot, O' my Conſcience”cis he, Sir 3 for I heard the Fiddles hereabont. 
Sir Tho, Hold your Tongue, you Puppy. | Liſtens. 
Enter Lord Drybone in bs Night-Gown, with a Sword 68 his Hand. 

Lord Dr. So, they are here ſtill; I was atraid they were gone ; now ſhall 
I diſcover who they are. { Goes behind them and peeps. 

Mer. She's gone to bed, Sir 3 ſhe will not come out any more to night. 

Ramb. How unlucky was this ? 

Sir Tho. I have found him i faith ;—that's Ramble's Voice, and that's my 
Daughter they talk of : ſhe has promis'd to come out to him it ſeems; —— 
here's brave doings, I'll make fome body ſmart :—Rogues be ready when [ 
give the word :——let me peep whereabouts he is. [ Sir Tho. peeps. 

Lord Dr. So, fo, they expect to ſteal her out :!S——— Oh brave 
Whore! Who can this be ? let me ls bs Br I F 
peep-— A Fellow in a Buff Coat; and by ; __ Tho. m9 L by D g 
what I can perceive, an old Fellow too : — bs mRemngeoaih 
What, has ſhe Intrigues with He&ors, and old HeRors! methinks an old 
rich Lord, ſhould be as good as an old poor HeQtor. 

Sir Tho. Ha'! in his Night-Gown ! juſt ready to chop to bed to her when 
ſhe comes: they have made a Match to lie togecher here co night : Oh ſweet 
vertuous Madam Chriftina ! | have bred you up to fine purpoſe! Pl ſtay till 
you come, to give my Blefling on you both together. 

Mer. Coms, Sir, you had as good go to your Repoſe ; the jealous old 
Coxcomb does ſo watch her Water, that ſhe cannot get out. 

Lord Dr. The jealous old Coxcomb ! Oh brave ! what Rogue is this ? 

Sir Tho. The jealous o!d Coxcomb ! Sirrah, your Throat fhall be cut for 
this. |} - 

Ram). Pox on him for me, he has made me loſe a night Fatigue. 

Lord Dr. Pox on him |! 

Sir Tho, Pox on him ! yes, I'll give you five thouſand pound with my 
Daughter to bid a Pox on me, —- 1 will. 

Mer. Sir, Sir, whate'er the buſineſs is, the door is open ; If you will, I'll 
enter foftly, and ſee what it means. 

Ramb. Do, oh do, prethee dear Merry! Oh Heav'n grant—— 

Lord Dr. Stealing to the Door! 

[ Lord Drybone gets betwixt Merry and the Door. 
Who's there ? { He gives Merry a box 0th Ear. 

Mer. A Friend. [ Merry ſtrikes him again, 

Lord Dr. Ho, Peter, George, ho, my People, ho ! 

Sir Tho. Are you quarelling amongſt your ſelves ? ll make one among 
you :—— Ramble, —- where are you Ramble 2 I'll Ramble you :—fall on, 

Kamb. Sir Thomas Raſh's Voice, Im ruin'd, retreat, retreat. 

{ Ramble and Merry retreat, followed by Sir Tho. 
Raſh's Men : the Fiddlers run ſcural ways, 

Sir Tho. Ramble is my Man :—and here he is ._—are you running into 
your Caſtle, Sir ? { Lays hold on Lord Diyb. 

Lord Dr. George, Peter, George .! 

Sir Tho. Oh, you change your voice, Sir, now I am come, do you ? cis 
not George, nor Sr. George ſhall help you now, Sir : Fil teach you co make a 
Whore of my Daughter, vir. Lord 
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Lord Dr. How ! ker Father here! is this old HeRor her Father ! 
make a Whore of your Daughter, Sir! your Daughter was a Whore befors 
I had any thing to do with her. | 

Sir Tho. Oh horrid, ſhe's Common! however I will have® my penny- 
worths out of you. | | ; 

Lord Dr. Murder, murder ; George, Peter, Toeomss, Rogues, come help me! 

| ' Enter Lord Drybone's Aen. : 

2 Foztm. My Lord affaulted ! 

Sir Tho. Murder, murder; Andrew, Nicholas, W:!, Rogues, come help me! 

Enter Ramble and Merry /ghting 24th Sir The,'s 21.1, 
Ramb. Sir Thomas Calls out mutcer. " 
Sir Tho. Foot. My Malter thereabouts! 6 E; 
| | Sir Tho.'s men run away from Ramble, 
De and fall on Lord Drybane. 
Lord Dr. Ho, the Watch! a Conſtable, a Conſtable ! ; 
Th : . [Lord Drybone runs in calling Contable, 
whilſt all ihe reſt zo belter Sbelter, 
Enter Conſtable and Watch. | 
Conſt. Knock 'em down, knock 'em dowa; — 
| [ The Watch knock the Servants diwn. 
Seize that man, and that man, and bring *em before me. 
( Watch ſeizes Sir Tho. and Ramble. 
Who-are you ? what are you? come before me :; Sir Thomas Raſh ! and 
Squire Ramble ! — IT know you both : What's the meaning of this, Gentle 
men? a man of your Worſhi», Sir Thomas, to be a fighting in the Strezts o? 
chis time o' night! fie upon it: and Squire, you uic to be more civil. 

Ramb. Sir Thomas, ] am glad to ſee you fo well: I hope you have got no 
hure ; —— who was it quarrell'd with you? 

Sir Tho. Oh fine Feliow! he has gor his Cloachs on already, to pnt a cheat 
upon me ; and the better to promote it, pretends he knows nothing of the 
quarrel : —— No, Sir, no, I have got no hurt. 

Ramb. 1 am glad of it with all my hearr. 

Sir Toe. "fo make a Whore of my Daughter, is no hurt to me. [aſide. 

Ramh. 1 was very fortunate to pals by. 

Sir Tho. And fo was I to diſcover this Roguery. Cafide... 

Conft. This is liks Gentlemen 3 now I commend you: Come Gentlemeg, 
you are both my Friends; I will convey you ſafe home with my Fleet of 
Lanthorns. and let's be merry as we go: the man in the M2on and I are 
Dukes of Midnight: give a ſpill co my Wazch, 20 my Grace ſhall drink 
your health in Carer. | 

Sir Tho. Leſs of your Wie, and more of your Office, Mr. Conftab!-; I will 
have Rzvenge, chough I put my Daughter in Bridewel : fcize that Gentte- 
man, Mr. Conſtable. 

Ramb;. MeSir,for what? you are in ſome miſtake: Icame to your aſlitance. 

Sir Tho. $222 him, I ſay. : 

Ramb. What's the meaning of this ? 

Sir T>o. You ſhall knnw the meaning preſently. 

Conft. Come, come Gentlemen, pray let us make you Friends, 


# 


Rams, 
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Remb. Sir, there was never any enmity betwixt us: there is no man in 
the world that I am more Servant to than Sir Thomas Raſh. 
Sir Tzo. Yes, Sir, I know what ſervice you do me, and you ſhall have your 
wages: ſeizg us both, I fay, and carry us before the next Juſtice of Peace. 
Conff, T am ſorry for this, Pfaith Gentlemen. | Rus» 
Ramb. Sir Thomas, there need beno ſeizing, I'll wait upon you : Mr. Con- 
ſtable, if you pleaſe you may ler me walk at liberty, I will engage my Honous 
to you, 1 will wait on Sir Thomes Raſh wherever he pleaſes to command me. 
Sir 7h2. No thanks to you, Sir, Ill make you doit: Ill try if there be Law 
againſt ſuch lewd doings as theſe are: bring him along here. 
[ walks before in haſt. 
Conſt, What have you done, Squire, to Sir Thomas? he is a haſty chole- 


rick Man. | 
Ramb. I have only hindred him from having his throat cut ; if he, be 


angry at that, I cannot help it. 
_ * Aer. What Devil brought this old Fellow hither? and what ayls him ? 
A moiſe within of drunken Bullies, who enter with their 
Swords drawn, roaring. 
Om. Bul. Hay, hay, ſcour ! ſcour! 
1 Byl. An honeſt Gentleman going to Priſon. 


Om. Bul. Rogues, Rogues. | | 
[ The Bullies fight, and beat the Watch ; 
all go off ſcuffling and roaring. 


ACT 1. SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Ramble. 

Ramb. | rw beholden to the honeſt drunken Bullies, that procur'd my 1li- 

berty from theſe Night-Corſairs and Algerines call'd the Watch, 
that Pickaroon up and down in the Streets, and will not let an honeſt Chri- 
ſtian Veſſel, laden with Burgandy, ſail by :. but I was lictle beholden to For- 
tune, to ſtand in need of their help: I do not like the adventure with this 
chalerick old Father-in-law of mine ; a Pox of the formal Coxcombs for me, 
that invented the Rules of Manners and Civility, and Foolery : —— I muſt 
-endure the humours of this ofd Fellow, only beceuſe he club'd to the Pro- 
duction of the fair Chriftine; as if a man were boand in civility to ſtand 
ander the droppings of a Conduit all days on's life, b-cauſe once at a Coro- 
nation it ran Claret, ard he was drunk with it. 

: Enter Merry and llabella Vizarded. 

Mer. Sir, Sir, I have the moſt glorious News for you! 

Ramb. Ha! quick, quick; thou firſt me,— what is it ? 

Mer. A molt delicate young Lady, Wite to a perſon of very great Qua- 
lity, has been ſick tor you theſe fix months; and her Husband happening 
this night to be out of Town, ſhe has ſent her Woman for you. 

Iab. O why did you fay fo, Sir? Itold you I ſtole out o' my own head, 
out of pity to her : ſhe knows nothing of it. 

"a Ramb. No, no, ſhe knows nothing of it to my knowledge. 
Job, I know whenI bring him ſhe will kill me: but I had rather ſhe ſhould 


Lul me; than Love ſhould kill her. Ramb, 
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Ramb. I will ſave both your lives, dear creature, lead me quickly to he* 
before her diſeaſe grows deſperate. 
Iſab. Well Sir, you muſt ſend your Man away 3 nor muſt you know whi- 
ther you got —— dear, whatam I a going to do ? 
Ramb. Come along, ſweet Rogus : — Merry, to your ow! zfairs: 
| Eeunt Ramble and Ifabelia. 
Mer. I have a curſed itch to be following *em, and ſee whither they 
g0: —— they are gotten into Chairs, and the Rogues are in their Trot : — 
Now they have turn'd the corner : — Lec *em go, Fil co my own Oe 
; Exit. 
Enter two Chairs; The Scene a Room: The Chairs are ſet down, and 
Ramble and lfabella vizarded come out of them. 
Iſzb. T have brought you thus far, Sir; but Heaven knows how to 1244 you 
any further: my wie is here at an end: I dare not for my life introduce you: — 


' "Cannot you pretend ſome miſtake or other ? 


Ramb, A thouſand, a thouſand : — I will pretend ſome Miſtreſs of 
mine had newly chang'd her Lodging, and I miſtook this for it. 

I/ab. That will be excellent: I ſee you want no wit upon theſe O-caſi- 
Ons : —— But will you be faithful co my Lady's honour, Sir, and not cruſt 
your Man, nor any Friend you have, with a fecret of ſuch importance ? 

Ramb. I will cut out my tongue if I talk of it but in a dream, | 

I/ab. Dear Sir, do : well, ſtay but a little bit of a minute, whilſt I cun in 
and ſee in what humour my Lady is, and I will come back and ſhew her 
Chamber. [ Exit Ifab. 

Ramb. Ten thouſand thanks, my dear, dear Providore. Sent for 
by a young handſome Lady, (fo her Inftrumene fays ſhe is) to ſupply not 
only the abſence, but defe&ts of a Husband: Let me ſee, whut ready Love 
have about me? I ſhould come off blewly now, if I ſhould not have enough, 
bue be forc'd to cheat her of one half of the reckoning :--— Na matter, ſhe 
is rightly ſerv'd to ſurprize me ſo; ſhe ought to have given me fair warning, 
and not have drawn fo great a Bill as this on me, to be paid art ſight: ſhe 
might well chink, I that am ſuch a conſtant Trader, cannot have much 
money in Bank : Ay, but ſhe is in Love; and Love is blind, one may pur, a 
falſe piece of Coin on him now and then, eſpecially afcer I have paid him 
a great ſumm, he will not be ſo ſcrupulous. — Well, I am a Catholick man 
of ſtrangeuniverſal uſe, I ought to have a Penſion for the publick ſervice I do 
the State 3 but though I am an excellent Subje, I am a trayterous Lover ; 
how like a barbarous Villain dol uſe that divine Creature Mrs. Chriſtina ? 
if I were fifty Rambles bound together, I had not merit enough tor her-Love; 
and I, though I am but one, yet parcel my ſelf out every minute to fifty 
Women : yet 'tis not for want of love to her, for the enjoyment of other 
Women, give me not ſo much delight as a ſmile from her : and yer, Pgad, 
the enjoyment of her would not keep me from the chaſe of other Women: — 
Here I am raving madfcer a Woman, only tickled with an Image in my 
own fancy, ofa young, pretty, melting, twining, burning Creature, who for 
I ought I know may be only an old, ugly, leacherous Succuba, like a burning 
Hill, with ſnow on her top, and fire in her guts 3 and has inchanted me to 
her imbraces with a delicare young —_— Picture, put in my h2ad : No, 

2 no, 
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no, itcannot bz; if ſhe were ugly, ſhe would not have the impudence to 
ſend for me ; nay, ſhe would nor. have the impudence to Love : No, 
no, ſhe muſt be handſom, ay, and extreamly handfom too.——Let me 
i2e, what kind of Woman may ſhe be 3 ſhe has a large, rouling, fmiling, 
black Eye, full of Fire ; a reud, ſweet, juicy, melting Lip, full of Blood ; 
even, ſmall Ivory Tecrh; full, round, wiiite, hard Breaſts 3 a ſmall, ſtrait, de- 
I'cate ſhape; a white lictle Hand, inclining to be moiſt 3 a little, neat Foot ; 
her Stature middling.—Ay, this is ſhe, 1 know her as well as if I were mar- 
ried to her: I am ſure'tis ſhe. —T gad I am paſflionately in love with her.— 
Oh, my dear Envoy, come back quickly with full Commiſſion from thy La- 
dy,or I ſhall fall inco a Fever. —Come, come, . come.—Here ſhe is; here ſhe 
is;—my Dear, let's go, let's go, let's go ;—ſhew me the way,ſhew me the way, 
my dear Scout, for my Forces are all up-in Arms, and they will charge in 
ſpight ofmy Teeth, Icannot hold *em in. { Enter Tiabella.] 

Tab. Ah, Sir, begone, begone, or I ſhall be ruin'd, be killd; EF gave 
my Lady (to try what ſhe would fay) bur a little hint, not of your be- 
ing here, but only faid, Whar if I conld bring you hither ? or ſo! and ſhe 
ran diſtracted : I thought ſhe would have dy'd : I never ſaw one in 


ſacha Paſlion in my life : Oh, Sir, there is no hope ; ſhe is ſo tender of her 


Honour, that ic is impoſlible to come at her. 

Ramhb. What doſt thou ſay ? rhou torcur'ſt me ! wrack*it me ? kill'ft me!— 
*ris impo{lidle to come at her ! tis impoſlible not to come ar her :— 
] am all of fire, and I muſt go, will go; 
 Jfav. Oh, Sir, whatdo you mean? do you bear me malice? haye you 

a- mind I ſhould be kilPd ? | | 

Ramtb. I love thee, next thy Lady, above all the Creaturesin the world — 
I will take all upon my ſelf, and pretend I came in by miſtake; and no 
Creature ſhall know any thing. | . 

1/ab.Oh,Sir,ſhe will know it all to be a meer invented Story, a Flam, for I 
havethe Keys of all the Doors,and no body can come in but by my conſent. 

| Ramb. Oh, but you lefe open the door to night by accident. 

Tb. Oh, no, no, Sir, I ſhut *em, and told her I ſhut %*em : and was more 
careful than or@nary to night, becauſe of his Lord{hips being abroad and 
tew Servants in the Houſe. | - 

Ram. A Pox © the Doors, —Imuſt goin, —T will go in, —I cannot but goin. 

Ifab. Have you a mind I ſhould be kill'd—do you thirſt afcer my Blood ? 

Ramb.-1 wiil prote& both thy Life and Honour. 

ſab. But Sir you cannor, my Lady will call up all the Footmen in the 
Fiouie. | 

Ramb. Then I will call up one of my Feet, and kick *em all down Stairs. 

Iſab.' Oh, Ibzfeech you,--I entreat you: {| Falls down and bolds bis Leg. 

Rami. Dear Creature, I cannot forbear : I am a certain Steed that am 
:S'4 to leap into other Mens Grounds ; and I muſt leap though with a 
Clog at my Foor. - : { He drags ber. 

1h. Oh, Sir. Sir, let me but go in and fec:l2 nfy Countenance, that 1 
may 2pp:ar as if I knew nothingot the Piot ; do bur Go that for me. 

Roh, Ay, with all my Heare, Qcear Rogue:—1I will do any thing that's 
Rexion: — { Iſabella runs in. 
in what a heat am T!' this looks like a Trick in this Slut, to make me fo 
— fierce and ravencus, that, lise a hungry Lyon, I ſhall prey at laſt on her 

my Keeper, | | Entey 


{ Holds him. 
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: Enter Iſabella, 
Now, my dear! <2 

I/ab. Oh, Sir, ruin'd, ruin'd, my Lady has over-heard all our talk, and 
is ready co fall into Fits : I am undone, undone. 

Rams. Is ſhe in Fits —1I am the only Man at Fits in the World. 

I/ab. Oh, Sir, you cannot get to her, ſhe has lock'd her felf in her Cham- 
ber ; and if you offer any Violence ſhe will call out co the Neighbours. 

Ramb.:A Pox on her for falling in love with me, and of thes tor telling 
me : find out ſome way of making an Interview betwixt us, or open Wars 
will break out, and I will march to her Frontiers, 

1/ab. I cannot find out one, though I ſhould break my Brain with ſtudy, 

Ramb. Then keepthy Brain whole, and I will break the Door. 

1/ab. Hold, Sir, hold Sir, ſince it muſt be ſo, I have thought of one: ſay 
after me as loud as ſhe may hear you, for her Chamber is but hard by, and 
we will ſee what that will do. —— —— , 
Excuſe me, Mrs. 4»drews, for forcing my ſelf fo rudely into your Lady's 


Houſe. [She ſpeaks ſoftly. 
Ramb. Excuſe me Mrs Andrews, for forcing my {elf fo rudely into your 
Lady's Houſe. | He ſpeaks loud, 


1fab. It is an invincible Paſſion which I have for your Lady. 

Ramb. It is an invincible Paſſion which I have for your Lady. 

I/ah. I muſt ſpeak with her now my Lord's abroad. 

Ramb. I muſt ſpeak with ter now my Lord's abrozd. 

T/ab. It ſhe will ruin her Repucation and be obſtinate ſhe may. 

Ramb. If ſhe will ruin her Reputation and. be obſtinate ſhe may. 

Iſab. ForlI die if I do not ſee her. Ramb. For | die if 1 do not {ee her. 
I/ab. Now let me run and fee how this has wrought: I muſt call to 


her through the Key-hole. [ Exit Tſabella, and calls within, Madam, 
Ran'b. This Jade has heated me till l am all in a Foam. 
Enter [{abella. 


T/ab. This has done good :—-ince her Honour would be wholly ruined 
if there ſhould be any Hubbub made to preſerve her Honour, my Lady 


| conſents to admit you. | 


Ramb. Oh ſweet Rogue: 
1I/ab. Not ſo faſt, Sir, you mult ſwear not to divulge any ching. 
Ramb. Ay, ay, {wear ! what elſe ? 

T/ab. 1 muſt run and tel] her: 


| She goes out, and comes in immcdiatehy. 

And you muſt fwear not to ſee her, or call for a light, or draw the Win- 
dows or Curcains. 

Ramb. I \wear, I ſwear. 

1/ab. Vl run and tell her. — [ Exit, and enter immediately. 
And you muſt ſwear not to calk.to her, or at leaft compel her to atk, 
to gueſs who ſhe is by her Voice. = SI 

Remb. I {wear I will not give her leiſure to talk, I will employ her Tongue 
otherwiſe. [ Exit Habella, and enters. 

1ab. And you muſt ſwear not to touch her. 

Ramlgg Nay then 1 ihall be arcicled our of all ; I will keep my paſt Arti- 
cles, but I will not make one Article more. Tab. 
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1/ab. Well then, ſince it muſt be fo, follow me, —-follow me ;—ſofcly, 
chac none of the Servants may hear. Hold, Sir, to let you ſee what an 
extraordinary Eſteem my Lady has of you, ſhe will eruſt you with her 
Honour, and diſcover the beautiful Empire which your victorious Chartus 
have conguer'd :——See, Sir, this is the wounded Lady. 
The Scene w drawn, and diſcovers Chriſtina. * 

Ramb. Chriſtina! am I betray'd ? Qh, for an Art to walk away inviſible. 

Chriſ. Whither, whither, cruel Sir, are you conveying my Felicity away 
now I have taken ſuch pains co attain ic? Oh uſe not that Empire Nature 
has given you over poor Womens _ too tyrannically ! confider we are 
poor, ſoft, loving things, and a little Cruelty will kill us; have pity on a 
poor Lady that dies for you, and is fore'd co deſcend. from the Modeſty of 
her Sex, to court you to a Minutes Converſation, at an hour when the reſt 
of the happy World enjoy, fome their Loves, ſome their Repoſe, and all are 
at eaſe but poor me. - ! 

Ramb. Jade, you will pay for this — {To Ifab. 
Nothing can help me now but Impudence : —— So, Madam, you think 
you haveputa fine Trick on me now, you think you have catch'd me. 

Chriſ. 1 warrant you knew of the Plot. 

Ramb. I warrant you think I did not. 

Chriſ. Why did you ? 

Ramb. Did I! a likely Matter, that I ſhould not know I/abellz's Voice. 

Chriſ. Why thou Prodigy of Impudence, dar'ſt thou impoſe ſuch a Fal(- 
hood as thison me ; I b:liev'd thee againſt che Reports of the whole World, 
which long ſince aſſur'd me of thy Baſeneſs ; but doſt thou think F will 
believe thee againſt che Teſtimony of my Eyes too? know I this Minute 
tear thee out o' my Heart, and after this never ſee me more. 

Ramb. Ha, ha, what ſhalt we jeſt cill we quarrel ? 

Enter a Servant running, 

Serv. Madam, Madam, here's your Father a coming 3 it ſeems he miſs'd 
you outof your Lodging, and is coming in a great Rage to ſee if you be 
here. 

Ramb. Ah, what will he ſay if he catch me here? let me be gone, make 
room, make Room. op CE creeps away at one Door. 


Enter at another Sir Tho. Raſh. 
Sir Tho.” So, -Maid, have I found you out o? doors ? go. 
Chriſ. Who do you ſpeak to, Sir. | 
| Sir Tho. To the Corruption of my Blood, to the diſeaſe of my Soul, to 
the Filth of my Houſe, co the Putrefa&ion 6f my Honour ; a blot which 
my Sword ſhould this inſtant ſcrape out of being, if the Rent could be hid 
from the Eyes of the World, or all the Duſt of the Grave conceal thee. 
Chri/. Oh Heaven ! 
Sir Tho. Speak not, thy Voice is more horrid to me than the Groans of 


2 Mandrake ; thy fight more odious than a Monſter 3 no Sence of mine will 


endure to hold Communication with thee. 7 
1ab. Hey, hey! all this for an innocent Frolick. 
Sir Tho. For a Frolick, and|an innocent Frolick ! Oh the incomprehenfible 
Impudence of the Age ! Lewdnefs is a Frolick ! and Abominatiow# Inno- 
CENCE ! 
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tence) Ohfweet Warld, how art thou ſet with thy Heels upwards fince I 
knew thee !—— Vertue 'and Honeſty were Innocence, when I firſt came 
into thee ; but now Filthineſs is Innocence, and Hell and the Devil a Fro- 
lick ! Oh chat the Gout, or a Greenland Froſt had ſeiz'd the Fingers of the 
Deſtinies, e'er they had ſpun out my Thread to ſuch a Frolickſom Age. 
Chrif. Good Sir, why do you diſorder your ſelf, and afli& me, with 
theſe Cauſeleſs Tranſports; I know not the Senſe of your Diſcourſe ; your 
Language has to me no'meaning ; they are Words never enter'd into my 
Ears before ; 'cis all Diſtratioa to me. 

Sir. Tho. Oh, you are for the Subſtance, and not the Picture in Words 
and Phraſes: —[T'll cell you my meaning more plainly. Then know Mrs. 
Innocence, you are naught, you have been naught with Ramble, he ewn'd 
it; confels'd it, boaſted it co me, to my Face, ro my Throat, with his 
Tongue, with his Sword ; he ſaid you had been lewd with him, and chat 
you had been lewd before ever he touch'd you. 

Chriſ: Oh—. | She ſwoons. I/ab. She ſwoons, ſhe {woons, help, help ! 

Sir Tho. Let her die z would ſhe had dy*d in the Cradle, in che Womb, 
that ſhe might never have brought this ſhame and Vexation to me. 

1/ab. She has nor, ſhe did not, none can fay it, none did fay ic, none 
dare fay it,or if they did, they lye,Ramble lyes, and you lye, and you are all 
Lyars, and (hou'd an Angel from Heaven ſay it, I would fay he were a Lyar, 
and chat ſhe has more Innocence than he. | | 

Sir Tho. You are her Procurer, and now will be her Maintainer , will 
you ?— out o' doors. 

I/ab. In this Condition '——you are a natural Father. 

Sir Tho. She's none of my Daughter ; her whole Maſs of blood, her whole 
Body, her whole Soul is chang'd. | 

I/ab. She is thy Honour, thy Glory. | 

Sir Tho. 'Then Infamy follow me henceforward !—Go [I fay. 

1{ab. She ſhall not go, I will defend her whilſt I have a Nall or a Tooth. 

Sir Tho. Nay-chen drag them hence 3 he that re- | 7o his Foormen. 
fuſes TIF drag co the Devil : Goz to Ramble with { they thruſt them out. 
her,— and afcer ſtx months Iniquicy, when his beaſtly Appecic is gallop'd <._ 
to his Journeys end, and is tired wich whipping and ſpuiring $ long in the 
Dirt, then ro the Bawdy-houfes and common Shop: of LewGneſs with her, 
and fo to the Pox and Beggary, and ſo to Rottenneſs 3nd the Grave, and 
ſo to the Devil :—anadmirable Jourtiey, go.—— Now will ] wich all 


" ſpeedto the Writ-Oihics, and take a Writ to arreſt my Lady Fade. in an 


Action of a thouſand Pound, for breach of Articles : Sir 21anner!y was by 
Covenant to be in Town, and the Marriages co bs compleatc, four gays 
ago; heis not come, my Daughter is debauch'd, my Family diihonoured, 


and all by means of their Breaciof Articles : It is not a thowand Pound 


can make meReparation, I wiil not abate one Farthing of waat the Law 
will give me: And 1 will alſo have a pluck with that worthy Gentleman, 
Mr. Ramble, I will try if thzre bs no Law againſt inveigling young Wo- 
men to Lewdneſs and Naughtineſs. *Tis more than break ot day; I'll go 
ger the Writ and Baylitts, and ſee it ſerv'd my ſelf in Perfon, beiore ſhe is 
up, my, Bummer ſhall have ker in Bed. { Exzz. 

. SCENE 
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SCENE, Lord Drybone's Houſe. 
Enter the Lord Drybone. 


Lord Dr. Get my Coich ready, quickly. | [ [peaks within: 
How now, what rumbling's that ?— C/s. [ a noiſe within. 
Enter Cils. 


Ciſs, My Lord. | 

Lord Dr. What's the rumbling within ? : 

Ciſs. Nothing, my Lord, but my Lady's packing up her things to be gone, 
as you warn'd her laſt night. | 

Lord Dr. I had forgot itz is the ſo capricious wich me? Pll ſtay her, if it 
be but co croſs her, | 

(Goes out and re-enters immediately, pulling in Betty 

Friſque, followed by a Porter with a Trunk.) 


Sirrah, ſet down the Tiunk. { to the Porter. 


Bettz. Sirrah, carry down the Trunk. 

Lord Dr. Sirrah, ſet it down, or PFll kick you down ſtairs. 

Betty. Sirrah, carry it down, or I'll break your neck down ſtairs. 

Lord Dr. Sirrah, flay a while; or Pll run my Sword into you: — ſince 
you are ſo humourſome, Gentlewoman, take your choice, your Trunks 
ſhall go and you ſhall ſtay, or you ſhall go and your Trunks ſhall ſtay : if L 
have not paid dear enough for you tohave you be mine, I am ſure I have 
bought and paid enough for all that is in the Trunks, to Giſpeſe of them. 

Betty. Well, and I think I have paid dear enough for thoſe things, in en- 
during all your-crofs jealous peevith humours. 

Loid Dr. What jealous humours? I love you too well, that's my fault. 

Betty. Yes, indeed, you love me very well, not to let me breathe fo much 
as a mouthful of freſh air once in a month, and at home not to enjoy an 
hour of quiet. 

Lord. Dr. Yes,indeed, I ſhou'd do wilely tolet you take the freth air, as you 
callitz you never go toa Play,burt you fall in Love with ſome young Fellow 3 
you never goto Hide? Park, but you are enamour'd with ſome rich gilt 
Coach ; you never go to the Exchange, but you have a violent paſſion for 
ſome rich Point of forty or fifry pounds value ; that the Air is a dear Ele- 
ment to me; your freſh Air coſts me all my Earth almoſt. ' 

Betty, I fall in Love wich ſome young Feilow! I deny your words; I de- 
fie you or any one in England to prove the leaſt falſhaod in me to you, fince 
{ have known you : and for the gilt Coaches and Points, I have no more 
than what is convenient and neceſflary ; I am ſure orher Women coſt other 
Men twice as much as I coſt yuu: here are ſome that I can name, come 
to viſit me in a morning ſometimes with the richeſt Points, and the glori- 
ouſeit Pecticoats, wou'd dazle ones eyesto fee *em:;17.m furethe faces of forme 
of *em had need of *em'z their beauties are like thole of a Peacock, all in 
their ſhining calls. 

Lord Dr. Well, there's none of 'em all ſhould outfhine you, it you would 
be good-humour'd. 

Berry. 1 do not know what you call good-haman'd ; 57 I had not the pa- 
ticace of a Saint, I ama fure I could noc bear with your numours, % 

| ord 
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Lord Dr. Well, well, ſay no more, hate this wrangling: have you any 
buſineſs at the Exchange this morning ? I am ſending George thither, 

Betty. No, not I. 

Lord Dr. Prithee give over theſe frumps, and fooleries ; now I think on'r, 
_ Point you was offer'd for forty pound was a good penniworth, I'll ſend 

or it. 

Betty. You may and you will, but Fl ha” none on. 

Lord Dr. Shall he call at the Jewellers as he goes by, for the Locket you 
had a mind to? 

Betty, What you will ; not for me. 

Lord Dr. And well remembred, I will make him bring Mr. Draw-well 
the Limner along with him; I take it il of him, he has promis'd me to come 
any time this fortnight, and put me off from time to time, and yeſterday he 
promis'd to be here this morning : I will make him come and draw thee in 
theſe frumpiſh humours, that thou mayſt ſee how ill they become thee. 

Betty. He may come if he will, but L won't fit. 

Lord Dr. Nor have any occaſion for the Point, or the Jewels? 

Betty. No. | 

Lord Dr. Then George may ſpare his labour: well, good-morrow. 

Betty. Good-morrow. [ be offers to go, and ſhe ſtops bim. 
Well, che duce take you, what ails me to be fo fond of nine Fſbe claps bim 
and fifty ? what have you done to bewitch me ? = the cheek. 

Lord Dr. Ah Cokes ! | 

Betty. You have given me ſome Love-portion, Im ſure. 

Lord Dr. Yes, yes, Aſ/a fetida,— and Garlick. | 

Betty. Confeſs, confels, I could never be thus fond thus 

Lord Dr. Ah ; 

Betty. Blind! I am perfely blind! I don't ſee a wrinkle; you appear a 
very Boy to me, a very Cupid. 

Lord Dr. Oh thou notorious wheedling flut , ſhall I ſtill put up ſuch im- 


; « pudent abuſes as theſe ? 


Betty. Yes, and be glad of 'em too. 

Lord Dr. Well, Age is an abominable thing, it makes one pay dearer for 
the Lees, the Dregs, the Vinegar of Love, then Youth does for the ſweeteſt, 
briskeſtJuice of the Grape : Well huſley, George ſhall go:—1 will pay the 
Tax you lay upon me ; but *tis hard, a man ſhould pay ſuch deviliſh high 
Chimney-money, and never have any fire. 

Betty. That's none of my faule, I am ſure I blow often enough. | Exeunt. 

SC ENE, The Street. 
Enter Sir Mannerly Shallow and Booby. 

Sir Man. Well, did one ever ſee the like? what a brave place is this Lon- 
don ? ir is, as the Song ſays, the fineſt City-Town that ever I ſawin my lite. 

Boo. Oh 'tis a brave place !'——'risnot a City, *tis a great Country, all o? 
Houſes. 

Sir Man. It is, as the Poet ſays, the habitation of the Gods, Hominumgue 
Deumque. ' ; 

Boo. What is that numque umque, an't like your Worſhip ? 

Sir Man. Humimumque Deumque, Dong tor Deorumque, that is, of Gods 


” and Men. : ; Boo. 
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Bco. 1 never heard Londen call'd numque dumque before; 'tis a brave thing 
to be a Schollard 3 how chance your Worſhip never came to zumque damque 
till now, bur live in the Country all this while ? 

Sir Man. Thou talk'ſt like an Ipnoramus ; but I ſhall not trouble my ſelf to 
inſtru thee : — Well, if I had known what a Gentile, what a Gallane 
place Lendon was, my honourable Father ſhould not have ſtay'd me in the 
Country, though he would have married me to the fineſt Gentlewoman all 
round about, given me his Mannor-houfe, his Park, his Fox-dogs, and the 
beſt Hunting-Nags in the Stable : neither Dogs nor Nags, no nor my Lady 
Mother, ſhould have perſwaded me to ſtay. 

Boob. Both his and her Worſhip were to blame, an't like your Worſhip, 
for ſtaying your Worſhip. ; 

Sir Max. For that trick, as ſoon as ever I have married the fine Gentle- 
woman I come to Town to marry, for ſhe is but a Gentlewoman ill I have 
married her, and then ſhe is a Lady; I ſay, as ſoon as ever I have married 
her, I'll ſtay here as long as I live, and never go into the Country again. 

Boo. Ithought your Worſhip ſaid you would go into the Country to ſell 
Lubbertown Woods. . | 

Sir Man. Yes, Ido intend -to go into the Country for that 3 but Pll ſtay 
here as long as I live. : 

Boob. What a brave life ſhall we live here in this brave place, where all che 
Houles are as big as your Worſhip's Mannor,and all over nothing but Folks! 

Sir Mas. Ay, and all Gentlefolks! and the civil'ſt Gentlefolks that 
ever I ſaw in my life: I no fooner came into Town, and ask*d for an Inn, bu: 
an ancient grave Gentleman, that I am ſure muſt be an Officer in the Mili- 
tia, Mayor of ſome Town, or a Knight, for he had along great linen Scarf 
ty'd over croſs his ſhoulders, by that I thought him a Major, or a Colonel in 
the Militia 3 but he had over that a great Silver Chain,like our Mayor's Chain, 
by that he ſhould be the Mayor of ſome Town. 

Boo. May be he is Mayor of a part of this City, an't like your Worſhip, 
for this is too big to have but one Mayor. | 

' Sir Man. Ay, but then he had on his breaſt a great round Silver thing, as 
big as the bottom of our great Silver Sugar-diſh, with his Coat of Arms up- 
on it, by that he ſhould be ſome Loydon Knight : — but one of theſe three 
I am fure he muſt be ; and of his own accord he cameto my very horſe-ſide, 
ſhew'd me an Inn, and held my Stirrup in ſpight of my teeth whilſt I lighted 3 

I never faw ſuch a Civil perſon ſince I was born :— he made me fo aſham'd, 
that all I could fay, was to intreat him to do me the honour to accept of a 
poor Supper with meat my Inn: and Anthony Booby, do you ee to find him. 

Boo. Iipoke to his Worſhip, andhe promis'd he would come without fail. 

Sir Man. See that the Mutton-broath have whitce-bread Sippets in it, and 
all things be order'd handſome, as our Cook-Maid us'd. 

Boo, 1 ſhall, an'tlike your Worſhip. 

Sir Man. But this was not all : I had no ſooner taken my leave of the an- 
cient Gentleman, and gone to the Street-gate, but a Coach-man of his own 
accord came and civilly reader'd me a Coach to carry me. 

Bog. The Horſes were ſomething lean, an*t like your Worſhip. 


Sir Man. I ſuppoſe 'tis fome complementing-Coach kept o? purpoſe to com- 
plement 
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plement Strangers; and abundance of Strangers coming to Town, the Hor- 
les might be worn out with much Complementing : for I perceive it is the 
cuſtom here ro Complement Strange 's fo 3 for I hail no tooner thank'd the 
Coach-man, giving him ſomething icr his civilicy, and preſented my fer- 
vice to his Maſter, but at leaſt halt a dozen more Complementing Coaches 
came up to me as hard as they could drive, to proffer their ſervices. 

Boo. I believe the Gentry has been :oid how ready your Worſhip tis at 
any time to lend your beſt Team to any Neighbour, 

Sir Man. No, no, I ſaw 'em do the ſame to twenty more as well as my 
ſelf: well, 'ris che civiÞit place that ever I came in days of my birth : 
for I'll tell thee more, Booby, after I had gone a. little way in a great broad 
Street, I turn'd into a Tavern, hatd by a p'ace they call a Park 3 and juſt as 
our Park is all Trees, that Park is all Houſes, you cannot ſee fo tar as you 
can ſpit: —— and1I ask'd if they had any Deer in it 3 and they told mz, 
Yes, but not half ſo many as thy us'd to have; they usd to have the belt 
Deer in all the Town, and ſcarce a Veniſon Paſty was formerly made, that 
had not the Veniſon our of their Park : But they ſaid the Park was now 
quite ſpoil'd, and the beſt Deer were all gone to the other end of the Town, 
and thoſe that ſtay*d were poor Raſcal Deer, not worth baking. 

Boo. I don't wonder they are poor, an't like your Worſhip, for I did not 
ſee a bit of Graſs, except ſome ſprinklings among the Stones, and a little 
mouthful here and there on the tops of houſes. 

Sir Man. I warrant the Deer here a kind of Goats, and climb on houſes 
to brouſe; I had a great mind to tait 'em, and ſpoke tor a Paſty ; and they 
cold me the ſtrangeſt ching, they ſaid their Rooms were full of cold Paſties, 
fo big two people might ſl:ep in one ; and that it I had a mind co a Dos, 
they would pur me in a Paſty, and puta Doe to me. 

Boo. Oh ſtrange! and did your Worſhip go into a Paſty ? | 

Sir Man. No, ['ll cell you what happen'd : juſt as I ask'd for the Dos, in 
comes a couple of young Gentlewomen, the hand{omeſt, fineſt G2ntlewomen 
that ever I beheld, Mrs. 4nne Lackw:t the great Beauty of Lubbertown, is 
nothing to'em; and they were all over Lace, and had che fineſt, reddeſt 
Cheeks and Lips, that ever I ſaw: no ripe Cherry is {o red; they were fo 
red,that the blood came off the very out-lide of their Lips,and as I kifs*d *em 
left a redneſs on mine. 

Boo. Is't poflible! I warrant your Worthip kils'd *em too hard, you made 
their teeth bleed, and that was the bufineſs. 

Sir Man, No, no, it was the very blood of their Lips, that was dry*d on. 

Boo. Well, 1 never ſaw the like ! 

Sir Man. No, nor I neither ; for I 5ad no ſooner falve2d *em, to ſhew my 
breeding, but they of their own accord took me about the nzck, and kits 
me as if they had been my Siſters, or as it they had known me theſe ewenry 
years, that I fell ſoin Love with them, that i my confuience if 1 had noc 
been ingag'dalready,Lhad married thehandiome:t of 'em hetore! came away, 

Boo. Is't poſſible ! but did not your Worthip ask for the great Paity 7 

Sir Man. I ſhould ask for Vidtuals before Genciewomen, ſhould [2 thac 
were fine breeding : No, but they of their own Accord were fo civil as to 
invite me up Stairs to a Paſlty: and juſt as I was going up with them, [ 
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chanc'd to put my Hands in my Pocket, and, as ifthe Devil had been there, 
my Money was all flown out out of my Pocket, I know not how, nor 
whither. 

Boo. Flown out of your Worſhip's Pocket ! 

Sir Man. I, flown out o* my Pocket. 

Boo. What of it ſelf! | 

Sir Man. I, of it (elf. 

Bcoby. And no body to help it ! | 

Sir Man. There was no body near to help it. Boo. What all! 

Sir Man. All but one Six-pence, that was in a Corner of my Pocket. 

Boo. There muſt be Witchcraft in this, and if I was your Worſhip I would 
make that Sixpence find out all the reſt. 

Sir Maz. How like a Fool thou talk'ſt ; how can that Six-pence. find it 
out, when I could not find it my ſelf, tho? I look'd up and down in every 
Corner o'th Houſe ; nay, the Gentlewomen were ſo very civil as to help 
me, nay would have come out to help me look it in the Streets, if I would 
have let them. : 

Boo. Well, this was old Goody Wrinklenoſes doings, that tives on the ſide 
of your Worſhip's Woods by Lubbertawn: if I were your Worſhip I would 
write down into the Country and have her hang'd. 

Sir Man. Nay 1 am ſure it was the Devil, for I remember as the Gentle- 
women were kifling me. I felc a thing ſcratch in my Pocket juſt like a Rat. 

Boo. Nay then it was Goody Wrinklenoſe, and the Devil has brought her 
to Town before us3 if I were your Worſhip I would make her an Ex- 
ample. X 
& Mean. Nay I do intend to trounce her, for this is demonſtration.—— 
Weli!, bur now what ſhall I do to find my Aunt, my Lady Faddle, for I 
have loſt my Dire&ions3 all I can remember 1s, that ſhe lives in a place 
they call the Pal- Mall : and the Pall-Mall 1 find, but cannot find my Aunts 
Houſe :- and the is ro help me to find out my Baronet Father-in-law, Sir Tho. 
Kaſh, where I ſhall find his Daughter, Mrs. Ebr:{7;na, whom I am bound ina 
Bond of 1000 Pounds, with my Aunt, my Lady Faddle, to marry four days 
ago: and me Lady Aunt wric me Word, that my Baronet Father-in law was 
very angry for my not coming ; and it I did not marry Mrs. Chriſtma, and 
come up to day, he would take the Forfeiture of the Bond. 

Enter to them a Porter. | 

Boo. See, an't like your Worſhip, here comes the ancient Gentleman that 
you invited to Supper, that held your Horſe; if he be Mayor of any part of 
the Town, as helooksto be, ic may be he can tell whereabout your Lady 
Aunt lives. | 

Por. Bud, here are ths complementing People let me get away from them. 

Sir Man. Hold, wortiy Sir, noble Sir, I do not know how to recurn the 
preat Favours and Honours you were pleas'd confer on me, who am but a 
Peregrine: I commanced ry Man Booby to 2ntreat you to accept of a 
ſaall Supper with. me, not as a return, for I know you have a better Supper 
at hoine, but as it were co (hew how much I am obligd for all your noble 
Favours : Now, worthy Sir, I make bold to requeſt you to add one Fayour 
1nore toall your paſt Favours, to acquaint me it you have any Acquaintance 
with a Lady at Aunt of mine, by name Lady Faddle. Por. 
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Por. Well I have ply'd here theſe forty years, and never met with ſuch an 
odd fort of a Blade in my Life :——who is it you ask for? 

Boo. An Aunt of his Worſhip's, one Lady Faddle. 

Por. I do not know her, Maſter, I cannot dire& you. 

Sir Mas. This is ſtrange, that no body can tell where my Lady Aunt 
ſhould be. p 

Boo, I think in my Conſcience, an'tlike your Worſhip, I have asked a- 
bove a hundred Folks for her, and not one knows where ſhe ſhould be ; no 
nor ſo much as knows her Worſhip : nay, I ask*d all about the Neighbour- 
hood. and the very Neighbourhood did not ſo much as know her Worſhip. 

Por. You muſt not think you are in the Country ; People do not know 
one another here that live in the ſame Street, nay in the fame Houfe, nay 
ſometimes that lie in the ſame Bed cogether. | 

Sir Man. Hey day ! why I know all the Gentry round me in the Coun- 
try, for above twenty Miles. 

Por. Ay, but *tis not ſo here. 

. = How do they do not to know one another ? do they do it on pur- 
pole ? | 

Por. People never mind one another here, unlefs they have buſineſs to- 
gether ; but let them go as they come,-and come as they go. 

Sir Mar. Hey day ! why I know all the Dogs and Horſes in the Coun- 
ery that are eminenr, whether I have any Butineſs with them or no. 

Por. Ay, but you may be a Dog, or a Horſe, or a Man here, no body will 
mind you, unleſs they have ſome Concern or other with you. 

Sir Man. Hey day, I never heard the like ! 

Boo. Nor I in my life. 

Sir Man. Then if I ask a thouſand People for my Lady Aunt, there's no 
body knows her. : 

Por. You may ask ten thouſand before you meet with one that knows her, 

Sir Man Hey Gay |! then I ſhall forfeic my Bond, for I ſhall not tind her 
to help me to find Mrs. Chriſtine beforethe Sun is fer ; Whar ſhall I do ? 

| Boo, Your Worſhip can prove you were come to Town, and fo if you 
cannot find *em, the Fault is none of your Worſhip's. 

Sir Man. Ay, but I did not think I could not find 'em, and fo there is 
no ſuch Claule in the Bond ; for I am bound to marry Mrs. Chriftina whe- 
ther I can find her or no. 

Boo. Then Þ1l tell you what your Worſhip ſhall do; fend for a Vicar, 
and ſay over your Worſhip's part, and then you can prove you have done 
all chat belongs to your Worſhip. 

Sir Man. I ſwear that's very well chought of 3 for now I think on't, I 
ieal'd and deliver'd the Bond in the Country to my Baronec Facther-in Law's 
uſe, without his being preſent, or ever ſeeing of him in my lite : fo I will 
tead for a Parſon, and marry my ſclf ro one of you two, for Mrs. Chri/t:- 
nas uſe, and this will be as good in Law as it ſhe were preſent. 

Boo. Right 3 for if the Marriage be not good, then how is the Bond, fince 
they are both made after the ſame manner. 

Sir Man. Right. 

Por. Dotheſe Men jeſt, or are they as errant Fools as they ſeem ? I believe 

they 


22 The Gontry Wit. 
they are Fools; for I never heard ſuch a deal of finple Stuff and Comple- 
menting, as i have had with them to day, fince I was born. 

Sir Man. I {wear this was the beſt ching that ever was thought on : now 
do not I care whether I find my Aunt or no. | 

Boo. This old Geneleman's Worſhip having been with you ever ſince your 
coming to Town, your Worſhip had beſt ask his Worſhip to be a Witneſs, 
and ſee you marricd to me. 

Sir an. I can have no better Witneſs, for he he can proye all : Noble 
and obliging Sir. —— —— , 

Pir. Now he falls a complementing again ; .I wonder he ſtay'd fo long 
from it : I would the Devil had his Complements, he has made my Head 
ake :—— Hold, hold, Maſter, ſpare me tor Heaven's ſake 3; I remember my 
Lady Faddle, ſhe once ſent me of an Errand ; your Complements buzzled, 
me and put it out of my Head : I know where ſhe lives, Fll lead you to her 
Houſe. 

Sir Man. Oh, Sir, what Favours do you confer upon me!——But, Sir, you 
ſhall nor go a foot ; Booby, fercch my Horles. 

Por. Horſes ! my Feet are my Pad-nags. 

Sir Man. Oh, Sir, you will {well your high Obligations to ſuch a=—— 

Por, Swell my Thighs with hobbling ! no, no, habbling is my Trade. 

Sir Man. Well to Cumperland commend me for Gentility, 

But to London for good Breeding and Civility. [ Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. TheSctreet. 


Enter Sir Mannercly, Booby, and Porter. 
Por. Ook you, Sir ? you are now at the Door ? [ He knocks 
Sir May.1_ Oh, Sir, why do you condeſcend co.give your ſelf the trouble 


of knocking. 


 — 


Enter a Servant. - | 

Per. Is my Lady Faddle within ? Ser. Who would ſpeak with her ? 

Boob. Her Nephew's Worſhip, Sir annerly Shallow, and I, are come to 
Town, tell her. 

Sir Mas. Prefume to ſpeak before me ? where's your Manners ? Sir, I am 
her humble Servant, Nephew, and Baronet, Sir Mannerly Shallow. 

Ser. Oh dear, Sir; are you Sir Mannerly Shallow? my Lady expected you 
this Morning early ; ſhe will be mighty glad you are come : ſhe is within, 
pleaſe to walk in, Sir, whilſt I run in and acquaint her of your coming ? 

| [ Exit Servant. 

Sir 24an.This is good luck ! Noble Sir, I beſeech you honour melo far, as 
to walk in with me. 

Por, Oh, Maſter, what do you mean? Sir Man. I beſeech you, Sir. 

Buo.Come, praytyour Worſhip walk in. Por. What do theſe People mean ? 


Sir Man.Nay but, Sir, Iam to-be married to Night, and I ſwear I will noe 


marry, if you will not Grace my Nuptials wich your Preſence ; therefore, 
Sir, if your Affairs call you away, yet promiſe me, on your Honour, that 
the Joys of my Marriage, ſhall be encreas'd with the Happineſs of your 
Company ; your Preſence will be the principal Dith at my Fealt. - 


Por, 
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Por. He means to diſh me up: Well, Mafter, if you want any body to 
wait, and goof Errands, PI promiſe you Ill come. 
Sir Man. Your moſt humble Servant, I will nor reſt, cill I requite your 
Civilicies. : 
Por. What odd kind of contriv'd Men are theſs. [ Exit Por. 
Sir Man. Booby, Do you carry yout ſelf well now before my Lady Aunt; 
and do not diſparage me,oblerve what I do, and then you'll do finely. [ Ex. 


SCENE, The Lady Faddle's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Faddle, Bridget, and Servant, 


La. Fad. My Nephew come 3 this is good News, where is he? introduce 
him ſpeedily. { Exit. Ser, 
; Enter Sir Mannerly and Booby. | 
Sweet Nephew. { She runs forward tn ſatute him, he ill goes 
backward, and complements. 

Sir Man. Honourable Aunt ! The extream Joys and Felicitics of your So- 
ciety, which a long Parentheſis of time has interrupted, but now Time, as 
it were penitent————— | { Still runs back. 

La. Fad. Why doſt not ſalute me, Nephew ? 

Sir Manx. Yes, Madam, as ſoon as ever | have done my Complements. 

La. Fad. Oh, thou ſhouldſt ſalute the firſt thing thou doſt. 

Sir Man. Yes Madam, but a Salute being a kind of a Preſent, or rather 
Tribute to a Lady 3 and as one would not preſent an empty Purſe for Tri- 
bute to a Princels, ſo neither an empty Mouth to a Lady, but as full of rich 
and golden Complements as it could hold. 

La. Fad. This is witty to extremity I ſwear ; ſalute me, that I may be 
at leiſure to praiſe thee. | 

Sir Man. Your moſt humble Servant, Aunt. , | He ſalates her. 

Bco. Your Worſhip's moſt humble Servant. [ Offers to ſalute La. Fad. 

Sir Man. How now, Saucebox, kiſs my Aunt? 

Boo. Did not your Worſhip bi me obſerve what you did ? 

Sir Man. Did I bid you kiſs Ladies of Quality ? 

La. Fad. What rude Fellow's this ? 

Sir Mas. Forgive him Aunt——'tis his want of breeding. 

La. Fad. Well, Bridger. Bridg. Madam ? 

La. Fad. Bid Fobn run with all ſpeed to Sir 7howzs Raſh, and acquaint 
him my Nephew 1s come, and run to my Milleners for rxy Gloves and Ef: 
ſences, and run to the Exchange, and run tomy Coaci-makers for my new 
Harneſs, and run for my nzw Towre, and run-—— 

Bridg. I ſhall run, Madam, cowid him run, or otherwiſe the poor Fel- 
low will be made to run all over the Town, 

La. Fad. Well, Nephew, thou wilt enjoy to night a delicatz Lady, I have 
ſo exalted thee to her with exuberant Praifes, that it will require a great 
expence of Wic and Breeding to maintain the gloricus Charter I have 
given thee : Come, give me an account how thou haſt ſper thy time ? 
how haſt thou improv'd thoſe Documents, and Rudiments of good breed- 
ing, which I inſtill'd into thee ? | 

Sir Man, Oh Madam, I have improy'd every Document, not a Slip of 

2 


34 | The Country Wit. 


Rudiment your Ladiſhip Set, but is grown upto a Flower. Indeed, my Fa- 
ther did all he could to ſpoil me ; he would let me read nothing in his. life- 
time, but Law-Books, Cook upon Littleton, and Books of Reports, and Fudges 
Reports, and I read Reports and Reports ſo long,till it was reported I was a Fool. 

Boo. Ay, but your Worſhip now reads Comedy Books, and Prodigy Books. 

Sir Man. Tragedy Books thou meangſt, ay, and Songs, and Verſes, and 
Drolleries,Covent-Garden Drollery, Weſtminſter Drollery,and Wind/or Drollery. 

La. Fad. Very well, This is as to the accompliſhment of the Mind; bue 
now to the External Ornaments of the Body, as Dancing, Singing, 

Sir Man. Oh, I have had Dancing Maſters, Fencing: Maſters, and Sing- 

ing. Maſters. | 

La. Fad. Ay, thoſe Maſters muſt make thee fit to be a Servant to Ladies. 

Sir Man. I can Dance Corantoes and Jiggs, and Sarahands, | 

Boo. And Hornpipes. La. Fad. Canſt thou Riſe well ? 

Sir Man. In a morning, Madam. 

Boo. His Worſhip gets up by break of day ? 

La. Fad. No, Riſe high in Dancing, if you will riſe high in Ladies fa- 
yours here, you muſt rife high in Dancing, that is to ſay, Dance lofeily. 

Sir Man. Ob, I can Dance very lotcily. 

Boo. The Country ſays, his Worſhip carries himſelf too loftily. 

La. Fad. Make an Eſſay of a lofty Dance. 

{ Sir Mannerly Sings and Fumps. 

Very Graceful, I ſwear, and very lofty. 

_ Boo.Oh,hisWorſhip will jumplike any Jack-Daw.that has but one wing cut. 
Sir Man. Jack-Daw, ſirrah! don't you make ſuch ſaucy Compariſons. 
La. Fad. Well Nephew, thou wilt kill a great many Ladies this Winter, 

thoſe Heels will advance thee, chou wilt jamp into Preferment ; I ſee a wit- 

ty Man is good for any thing; one would wonder thou ſhouldſt jump fo 
high, with ſuch a weighty Brain in thy Head. 

Boo. As heavy as a Pail of Milk. 

La. Fad, Thou art ingenious at both ends, both thy Head and thy Heelsz 
it's rare for one to be witty, more than at one end; well Nephew, thou wilt 
dance away all chy Country Fleſh this Winter 3 thy Heels will be invited to 
ſhew their parts co Dance, in every fine Entry, in the Maſques and Plays, 
and — 


Sir Man. Why do they Dance in Entries here? we Dance inthe Country 


in our Halls and Dining: Rooms, becauſe the Entries are too narrow. 

La. Fad. Oh fie, thou doſt not underſtand the terms of thy own Art yet; 
to Dance in an Entry, that is to ſay, in an Entry, an Entry of any thing.— 

Sir Man. Of Freeſtone or Brick ? 

Boo. Your Worſhip's are all Freeſtone. 

La. Fad. No, no, fie, fie, expert in the Science, and ignorant in the 
Terms, in an Entry of Shepherds, or Gods and Goddeſſes. 

Sir Man. Ican Dance in any Entry ia England. 

La. Fad. Strange, that thou ſhouldit not apprehend me ; but to let thae 
pals well, bue how is thy linging ? 

Bos. Oh, his Worſhip our-ſings all our Pariſh, at Church, the Clerk is 
aſham'd to ſet che Pſalm betore him. 

| SIC 
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Sir Man. Sing a P/alm, I have ſung my part in Recitattivo (as they call it) 
T had a Recitattivo acted ar my own Houſz ; and T acted in it, and ſung ; [ 
was London, or Auguſia, and I had a high-crown'd Hat, to fignify Pau!s 
Steeple, and I had one ated the River Thames, I had a great Noſe made on 
purpoſe to ſigaify London Bridge, and the River Thames ſwom under my 
Noſe, I have my Noſe in my Portmantua, if I had ic on, you ſhould ſee 
Booby and I would Act. | 

La. Fad. Then thou canſt at, Nephew. 

Boob. And ſo can I too. | 

Sir Man. Oh I have all the new Comedy Books, and Tragedy Books, 
ſent me, as faſt as ever they are made z oh, I love them that huff the gods, 

they make no more of a god, than we do of a Conſtable. 

Boob. Your Worſhip and I acted a Tragedy Book, you know 

Sir Man. Yes, and I was an Hero, and I remember two of the braveſt lines. 

If ſaucy Jove, my Enemy appears, | 
I't pull bim out 6 Heaven by the Ears. 
There's ramping for you. 
La+. Fad. Saucy Fove, that's very great, that took mightily here. 
Boob, Oh that Rumm-Dumm, Derry Dumm ; oh, but the ewo Knocking 
Verſes, an't like your Worſhip. | 

Sir Man. Oh, ay, you muſt know, my Part, Aunt, was to beat an Army, 
and ſo when I had beaten an Army, and two Armies more that came to 
their relief, and won four Kingdoms in three hours; I cry'd, Let me fÞe, it's 
a lictle out of my Head 3 I cry'd, I'll, I'll, Booby, thou canſt think of it. 

Boob. O yes, an't like your Worſhip, I can remember it perfectly, I'll, I'll, 
mackings, I ha* forgot it, I ha* dropt it upon the Road ſomewhere. 

Sir Man. What a Noddle haſt thou, thou atedſt with me. _ 

Boob. Ay, bur your Worſhip killd me before you ſpoke the Speech : the 
Butler, the Ploughman, and I, was the Army. 

Sir May. I did not kill thee in earneſt, did I? Let me ſee, Tl. 

Boob. Oh, now I remember, /zg/-, it begins with /ingle—— 

Sir Man, Oh ſingle, ſingle, it begins with ſmgle. 

My ſingle Sword both men and gods ſhall maull, 
Oh but the next is the braveſt. 
I will kill all the World, nay more than all. 

Boob. There's your Rowzers. Sir Man. There's your Thumpers: 

La. Fad. Oh, they havea brave ingenious way of Writing now. 

Sir Man. Oh, but then the fine tender things that would make one cry, 
you muſt know, Aunt, my Part, was to be in Love with my Dairy-Maid, 
and her name was Celemena, and mine was Philafter, and I cry'd. 

How - does my fair: Celemena do? 
And ſhe cry'd, Thank you my dear Philaiter, hew do you? 

Ea. Fal. Very natural and fot. 

Boch. Oh, the Dary- maid is very fofr. 

Sir Man. Oh, but then che two next are tender, —I cry'd, 

| Does my Sweetheart me any kindneſs bear 2 
And ſhe cry'd, I love yor dearly, now, 1 vow and ſwear. 
La. Fad. Very tender. 


- Boob 
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Boob. Oh, Mary is a very tender good natur'd Maid. 

Sir Man. TendJer as an over-boiPd Chick. 

La. Fad. Very wittily compariſon'd, the Sence is ready to drop in pieces 
7s very fit for Womens weak Stomachs. 

Sir Man. Oh, but when my Maid and I came to die, I don't know why 
we were to die, but we dy'd mighty mournfully, and then I having learnt to 
fing, I groan'd ſo Muſically,I dy*din effaut flat, Oh, cry'd 1! 

La. Fad. Oh, that was ſweet. X ; 

Sir Man. Oh, but then the Similies, I love the Similies dearly, to ſeetwo 
Heroes, or two Armies go to it as formerly, with Sword and Buckler, fo now 
with Sword and Simile, Simile and Sword; Hack-ſlaſh, Slaſh-hack, for you 
muſt know, a Simile ſerves inftead of a Bnckler, for if a Man be ready to 
ftrikeanother,if other up's wich a Simile, he can't ſtrike till the Simile's gone. 

La. Fad. Oh, they have a fine way. 

Sir Man. Ay, and then they have ſuch plenty of Similies, you ſhall have 
a Play ftuck as full of Similies, as a Country Garden, of Flowers, you may 
gather Poſies of Similies. 

La. Fad. Wittily faid again, ſtuck full o' Similies, and Poſies of Similies ; 
I ſwear, thy Head is as full of Similies, as the Plays are. 

Sir Man. Oh Sir, a witty man's Head is a Similie-Bed, and breeds Simi- 
lies as faſt as an Oyſterbed breeds Oyſters. 

La. Fad. Witty again, he has ſtrange parts. 

Sir Man. And then they have the fineſt odd, out of the way of Similes, 


Similies that are moſt commonly no Similies at all, as now, ſpeaking of a - 


Ladies bright Eyes, fays one, | 
How do the nimble glories of her Eye, 
Frith, and curvett, and ſwiftly gallop by. 
There's a fine compariſon, to compare a Ladies Eye to a Horſe. 

La. Fad. Ay, and Nimble is a finz odd, out of the way, Epithete for Glo- 
ries, Nimble Glories. Well, dear Chuck, how cameſt thou by all this ad- 
mirable, and, as I may ſay, Nimble Knowledge. 

Sir Man. You muſt know, I had a couple of gallant Gentile Blades lay ac 
my Houſe, that were Great Men in Lender, here they are call'd Criewiques, 
and they taught me the fineſt things. | | 
_La. Fad. Oh, the Critiques are Great Men indeed, they make Poets as 
fraid of them, as a Lion is of a Cock. a 

Sir Man, Some ſay, that is not at all. 

La. Fad. An old Lion it may be, is not, nor an old Poet, of a Critique, 


but your new Poets are fo afraid of them, that if a Critique Crows, they are 


ready to faint away. 
Sir Man. E't poflible ? could not one buy a Critick*s Place? 
Boob. Pray your Worſhip do, and It me be your Clerk. 
La. Fad. Buy, alas thou may'ſt Judge and Critick for thy Half-Crown, 
as much as thou wilt. 
Sir. Man. Fhat's a pittiful Place, if one can buy it for half a Crown. 
Boob. Oh, but the Clark may get Money though. 
La. Fad. *Tis not Money, but Wit makes a Man a Critick. 
Sir. Mar. Then I am a Critick already. 
Book, Qh braye. then I am a Clerk. La Fas. 
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La. Fad. Well, dear Fleſh and Blood o'mine, let me embrace thee, that 
IT may fay I have my Arm full of Wit; thou arc a Bridegroom for a Prin- 
ceſs; how wilt thou Honour my Education ? Well, haft thou brought up 
any Clothes to be married in ? 

Sir Man. My Portmantle full. 

La Fd. Go and adorn thy ſelf wich all ſpeed, whilſt I prepare for the 
fame Aﬀair, for Iam to be married as well as thy ſelf. 

Sir Man. Is't pollible ? 

Enter Bridget. 

Bridg. Andrew, Madam, has been at Sir Thomas Raſh's, and can hear no 
Tidings, neither of Sir Thomas, nor Madam Chriftina : Madam Chriſtina lay 
out all night, and is not come home fince ; Sir Thomas is gone ſomewhere 
ina great Combuſtion,and the Servants can give no account of either of *'em. 

La. Fad. That's firange ! Oh, I'll warrant you, they? be heard on, Nx 
phew, go and dreſs thy ſelf, mean while I'll ſtep to the Exchange for ſome 
things I want, and after that, I'll go over and invite Betty Friſque to my Wed- 
ding, I have much kindneſs for that poor Creature. 

Sir Man. So you fee, Madam. 

I bring to Town a Mind and Wit in faſhion, 
And doubt not butto grace your Education. 


The SCENE changes to the Street. 


| Enter Ramble. | 

Ramb. Into what a villanous Trap am I fall'n, dull Rogue that I was, 
not to know I/abella's Voice: where were my Ears, my Sences ? they were 
all in my Pocket, I was tickled wich my raviſhing Expectations, into 
a perfect numneſs to death, now am I diſcover'd in all my Rogueries and 
Intrigues, and Falſhoods 3 and muſt never hope to enjoy the ſweet Plea- 
fure of Lying and Forſwearing any more ; I muſt now either repent, and 
become a down-right plodding Lover to Chr:i/#ina, or in plain terms loſe her : 
I muſt either forſake all the World for, or ker for all the World : Well, if I 
do forſake her, ſhe has this to boaſt, I do not forſake her for any one Wo- 
man, I forſake her for ten thouſand, But what dol talk of forfaking her, 
will not ſhe forſake me after this Diſcovery? and befides her own Anger, 
will not Sir Thomas compel her ? for he is horribly provok'd againſt me, 
whatever the matter is. Well, I cannot bear the loſs of Mrs. Chriſtina, I 
had rather endure Marriage with her, than enjoy any other Woman at plea- 
ſure—I muſt and will repent and reform; andnow ſhould an Angel appear 
in Female Shape, he ſhould not tempt me to revolt any more. 

Enter Merry. 

Oh, Merry I am ruin'd. 

Mer. Oh, Sir, you are a happy Man, I have not time to ask you the Suc- 
ceſs of your laſt Adventure, I am fo tranſported with the pleaſure ot the 
Preſent ; cannot you Limn, Sir ? 

Ramb. Limn, what doſt thou mean ? 

Aer. Why Limn, Sir, draw Pictures in little. 

Ramb. | draw Pictures ! 

Mer, Yes, Sir, you Can, Sir. 


- Ramb. But I cannot, Str. F 2 Ar. 
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Mer. But yon can, Sir, you can Limn, and you muſt Limn, and you 
ſhall Limn, Sir. Coming along by Charing-Croſs, who ſhould it be my 
fortune to meet with but Mr. Drawell the Limner, going in all haſte tomy 
Lord Drybones, to draw M.s. Friſques Piture—and what comes. into my 
Head, Sir, but to beg of him to write an Apology fosg not coming, and fend 
you with it to perform the Work in his ſtead ; and to prevail wich him I 
promis'd him the gain of the Picture, wichout the trouble, | 

Ramb. Thou haſt undone me, ſeduc'd me from the ways of Vertue and 
Conſtancy juſt as I was entring into 'em 3 I am not ablero reſiſt the Temp- 
tation of this Plot : but how ſhall I manage ic ? for I can no more make 
the Piture of a Face, than I can make a Face ; I have not ſo much s$kill 
as a Man may learn out of the Complezt Gentleman, and otherelaborate Pie- 
ces that teach that Faculty. 

Mer. No, Sir | Did not I hear you the other day in a Mercer*s Shop, 
promiſe his Wife her Picture, in the preſence of ſeveral Ladies, and the 
good Man fſcrap'd you many Legs, to expreſs his extraordinary Senſe of 
ſo great a Favour, and ſaid he would wait upon you, with his Wife, at your 
Chamber 

Ramb, Thou ſay'ſt right, glowing with extream Appetite to her, my 
Tongue and Brain over-heated with Motion, in the Stream and Whir]- 
pool of Thought and Babble, I very impudently invited her to fit to me 
for her Picture, and the fooliſh Cuckold her Husband did accordingly 
bring her, and leave her with me; where, when I had {queez'd his Orange, 
I gave him the Rin'd again; and requited him with the Shadow of it, drawn 
by one that could perform it. 

Mer. Can you not draw then, Sir, what ſhall we do? our Plot is ſpoil'd. 

Ramb. Not at all, Sir, I can draw well enough for my purpoſe, by this 
Plot, I may Draw her, as I did the Mercers Wite 3 that is, I may draw her 
to my Chamber, that's enough. 

Mer. That's very well thought on, and to continue the Quibble, this 
Plot will give you a colour to viſit her. 

Ramb. Well quibbled again, where's the Apology, is that as witty ? 


Ar. A good, honeſt, plain, Country Apology. [ Gives him a Letter. 


Ramb. Come along, Merry, thou muſt help in this Buſineſs : Well I muſt 
turn thee away, before thy wicked Counſels have undone me. 

Mer. Indeed, Sir, it is ill done of me, but it is done out of pure pity, like a 
good natur'd Nurſe, that cannot forbear givirg a Fevourith Creature, that 
is ready to die of thirſt, what Drink they crave; I cannot for my life hear 
you groan after a Wench night and day fo pirifully, and not help Pp 


: Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Drybone, and Betty Friſque. 


The SCENE «a Chamber. 


Lord. Dry. Go, go Huſlie, you are an unkinu naughty Girl, to make me 
pay thus dear for every Smile and Smirk I get from you ; I dare fafely ſay, 
Not a dimple you make when you {mile, that does not coſt me, one with 
another, Forty pound a Dimple. | 

Betty, "Tis your own Fault, my dear Lord, you will be chiding o* one, 
and quarrelling with one. | Lord 
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Lord Dry. Chiding of one, and quarrelling with one ay, and I had bet- 
ter quarrel on, I am a Fool to buy Peace ſo dear, conſidering what a poor 
Trade l have, and how little I get by it. 

Betty. People that cannot barter Commodity for Commodity, muſt ſend 
Money in ſpecie, you know they do it al!l-the World over. 

Lord Dry. Bur that's a very ruinous Trade, one had better War with ſuch 
a Country, and forbid all Traffick with it, my dear Frzky. 

Betty, Ay, if one can live without it, my dear Lord, you. 

Lord Dry. Come, no more of this, prepare to fit, Mr. Drawell's a coming ; 
I am glad you like your Point and Jewel, it puts you in good humour, and 
makes you the fitter to fit. 
-Enter Cils. 

Ciſs. There's one below from Mr. Drawell, deſires to ſpzak with your 
Lordſhip. h 

Lend ihe How ! has he fail'd me again ? what an unworthy Fellow it is, 
he ſhall never draw it now, though he will do ic for nothing. 

| Betty. May be he hasnot tail'd you, my Lord, ſ:nd for the Man up, and 
know his Meſſage. | 

Lord Dry. Let the Man come up : | [ Exit Ciſs. 
Theſe fort of Fellows, if they grow any thing amons, they grow ſo faucy 
with it, that they are not to be endured. 

| Enter Rembls diſguiſed. 

Ramb. I come from Mr. Drawell, ray Ly d—::: ferds this Letter by me 

to your Loraſhip. | { Gives bizz a Letter, 
[ Lord ©: ybone cpens rhe Litter and reads, 
My noble Lord Fortune maliciouſly, quit as I was upon the way a commg,— 

Thawve, by much impcrtunacy, obtain d the extraordinary kindn-js of this Gen- 

tleman, to come in my room, one of the firſt Men in the World, — formerly my 

Scholar \, —— have a care (1 beſeech your Lordſhip) not to ſpeak to him of any 

Recompence, for he is a Gentleman of Quality, and draws cnly for bis own Diver- 

tiſement. | 


Your Lodſhip's Humble Servant, 
DRAW EZ & 


Betty. This Gentleman come to draw my Picture ? I know him, I love 
him for this piece of Ingenuity, I ſwear, [ Aide. 

Lord Dry. Sir, this is a great Favour, indeed, I will affure you, Sir, I rake 
it for a great Honour ; ſee, Sir, this is the Perſon whom I recommend to 
your Skill. | Ramble /alates ber. 

Betty. I receive this Favour with a great Jeal of Satisfaction, this is an 
Honour beyond Expectation, I could not hope ior fuch an illuſtrious 
Limner. 

Ramb. If Thad noskill at all, fo beautiful a Perſor. would infoire me. 

Berty. On Sir, I rather ne 1 all che Favour your Pencil can afford 3 your 
exceilent Skill muſt hide the * ults and Defects of Nature. 

Ramb. Nature, Madam, ha ot committed one, the Pencil rinſt for e- 
ver deſpair of. 

Lord Dry. Come, enough of th: , if you pleaſe, Sir, let alone theſe Come 
plements, and to your butinels, this is not at all tothe purpole, Betty. 
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Betty. Tf your Pencil, [ Sir, flatters as much as your Tongue, the Picture 
you will draw will not at all reſemble me. 

Ramb. Heaven that made the Original, has taken away all means of 
Flattery. | 

Betty. Heaven that made !—— 

Lord Dry. I ſay I will have no more Complements, come, Sir, if you 
pleaſe, begin your Work. 

Ramb. I am ready. [ Pulls out his Pencils, Colours, and Palate. 

Betty, Where ſhall I place my felt, Sir ? : 

Ramb. Here, Madam, this place receives the Light beſt of any we ſhall 
find. | 

Betty. Do I fit right 2 [She fits. 

Ramb. Tndifferent Madam, a little more upright if you pleaſe, a little 
more this way, your Body turn'd thus ; lift up your Head, that the Beaut 
of your Neck may appear ——your Breaſt bare, thus—— | Goes and feel; 
very well, a little more—more yet—— ber Breaſts. 

Lord Dry. What a Pudder is here ? I do not like all this, cannot you' ſi 
as you ſhould. 

Betty. This isall new to me, I never ſat before, *tis the Gentleman's buſi- 
neſs to place me, ler him ſet me how he will. 

Ramb. You fit admirable well, Madam, keep your ſelf thus. 

Lord Dry. So, Sir, pray to your Seat. | 

Ramb. A little more towards me, Madam, your Eyes always on me, 
I beſeech you, Madam, your Looks fix*d to me. 

Betty. Now, Sir, pray do not flatter me, I am none of thoſe Women, 
who, if Pictures be but handſome, they care not whether they be like or 
no; one fine handſome Picture might ſerve *em all; for all demand the 
ſame things, fine Features, and delicate Complexion: for my part I defire 
no Charity at all, let my Picure be but like andI deſire no. more. | 

Ramb. You are fo rich in Beauty, that the Pencil can add nothing to 
you, it may poflibly detract, it cannot flatter: Ah, what Sweetnefs is 
there! what Charms! I undertake a bold Work to repreſent thoſe Per- 
fe&tions. [ Talks and paints. 

I remember a Story of Apelles : Apelles once draw the Picture ofa Miſtreſs of 
Alexander the Great ; and as he was painting her,fell ſo paflionately in Love 
with her, that he was ready to die. Alexander, out of pure Generoſity, be- 
ſtowed her upon him: I could do as A4ppelcs did ; but ay, my Lord, I 
am afraid your Lordſhip will not prove an Alexander the Great. £ 

Lord Dry. Come, Sir, I pray proceed in your Piinting, we have neither 
of us any buſineſs with Alexander the Great that I know of. 

Ramb. If Alexander the Great were by, he ſhouicv not hinder me from 
ſaying, I never faw any thing ſo charming, fo—— 

Lord Dry. Sir, in plain Terms, you talk coo much inmy pinion, and ' 
do not at all mind your Pencil. 

Ramb. My Lord, on the contrary, I diſcourſe out of regard co my Pencil ? 
to quicken the Spirits, and put a brisknels and Gaiety in the Face. 


Exter 
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Emer Merry, running dreft like an Attorney, with a Green 
Bag under ba Arm. 
L. Dry. How now, what would this Fellow have? who let him in with- 


out my _ ? 

Merry. | beg your Lordfhips pardon for my rude prefling in,l am unknown 
to your Lordſhip, but I have buſinels- of extraordinary concern to your 
Lordſhip, which I maſt acquaint you of with all ſpeed. 

L. Dry. Buſineſs of extraordinary concern to me, what is it ? 

Merry. T muſt impart it to your Lordſhip in private. 

L. Dry. We are private enough here, I won't go out of the Room, for F 
don't like this Picture Drawer. [ aſide. 

Merry. Look you, my Lord; ay, this is it ; no, C Draws him afide, and 

this is not it 3 ay, this is it, no, no, ay, now I come<Qwhiſpers, and produces 

to It, ſeveral long ſcrowls. 
Ramble farts from his ſeat, and falls on his knees 
before Betty, watching L. Drybone ſtill. 

L. Dry. T would thou wert come to it once. 

Ramb. Oh, charming Creature, if you have any pity in your Soul, fave 
the life of a poor languiſhing Lover, that has been dying for you theſe two 
months; I have expreſſed my Love to you by Signs, and you have regarded 
them, and now have ſtudied this way, to tell you in more intelligible man- 
ner ; how much I Love, Admire, Adore you, above all the Creatures of the 
World, above all I can exprefs, and ſhall, as long as Ilive ; but that lifewill 
not exceed this minute, if you put me not inftancly out of deſpair. 

Betty, I know you, Sir, I have obſerv'd you, (I confeſs) and do: further 
acknowledge, your Love is not unpleafing to me, but it is impoflible for me: 
to give you any fatisfaRion. 

Ramb. If you ſay the word, it is, and ſhall be poſſible, nay, ic ſhall be im- 


pollible to hinder ir. 
Betty. But, Sir, Iam a cloſe Priſoner, and cannot ſtir out to ſave my own: 


life, and much leſs yours. 

RKamb. Now you ſpeak unkindly, for T have ſeen you abroad. 

Berry, It may be fo, but like a Pritoner in the King's Bench, never without 
my Keeper. 

Ramb. You can ſhake ot your Keeper, if you pleaſe. 

Betty. My Lord and I now are upon pretty good terms; where do you: 
lodge ? 

Ramhb. Art the Braziers in the 27al.. 

Betty. Be within about Two in the Afﬀcernoon.. 

Ramb. Divine Creature. 

Berty. But hope for nothing but a Viſit, for there will be: more words to 
a bargain than theſe.z I will have a farther tryal of Love, and I will have a: 
better Love, than pe: haps you intend. 

Ramb. Oh, Heavenly Creature, you ſhall haveas much as you can hold. 

E. Dry. How now Mr. Painter, what are you doing there ? 

Ramb. Is this a Mole, MaGam, or a little fpeck of Dirt ? 

E. Dry. A Mole, Madam, F'Gad, this ſame Picture: Drawer. 


Merry, Now my Lord, if the Conveighances be Drawn thus, __ 
: o Drs: 
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L. Dry. Prethee ha? done with thy Conveighances, for I do not under- 
ſtand ons word thou ſay*ſt. 

Merry. No, my Lord, look you, F'll make it plain. 

L. Dry. Well, if thou mak'ſt it never 1o plain, what is all thistg-me ? 

Merry. Not to you, my Lord, why are not you my Lord Buck ? 

EL. Dry. No, nor my Lord Doe neither. : 

Merry. What a Raſcal wisthe Porter, to tell me this was the Lord Bucks. 

L. Dry, What a Raſcal was you, firrah, to come to trouble me ? 

Betty. Begone, my Lord's jealous, and grows into { Exit Merry. 
Choller 3 it he grows out of humour, our Plor's ſpoil'd. [To Ramble. 

Ramb. Well Madam, enough tor once. 

L. Dry. Yes Sir, and too much. 

Ramb. To morrow I will wait on you again. 

L. Dry. I ſhall defire your pardon, you have done enough, too much at 
this time, to come here any more. 

Betty. How, no more ; what, ſhall he not finiſh my Picture ? 

L. Dry. You mean my Picture, *cis you that fit, but *tis my Picure that 
muſt be Drawn, and in an ugly ſhape too. 

Enter Lady Faddle. 

La. Fad. How now, what is this noiſe, fie, my Lord Drybone, out upon 
thee, wilt thou never let this poor Creature have any reſt ; I ſwear, I won- 
der ſhe will live with thee ; what's the matter, Frisky? 

ztty. Here's a noble Gzntleman has done me the honour to begin my 
Picture, and my Locd turns him away uncivilly, and won't let him com- 
pleat his Work. 

L. Dry. I know what Work you would haverhim compleat; ſtay, let me 
ſee; I will make an experimenc, ſhew me your Work betore you go, let me 
ſee how I like ir. | 

Ramb. Alas, my Lord, at preſent it is but rude, you can ſee nothing; four 
Cays hence, ſomething will appear. 

L. Dry. Let me ſee it as it is, Sir; what a Devil ora gives him 
of a Face 1s this? the Picture. 

Ramb. Alafs, it is but——but——a Pox on me for not looking on ſome 
Book, to get the terms—=— (#/ide.) ir is bur departed Colours. 

L. Dry. Departed Colours, what are thole ? deau Colours, you would ſay, 
I believe. 

Ramb. Ay, dead Colours, the other is 2 term Gentlemen uſe. 

L. Dry. Ay, ſuch a Gentleman as you are; bur Sir, can this ever beaFace ? 

Ramb. A molt beautiful one, when my Pencil has lickt it. 

L. Dry. Licke it, ay indeed, ic 15 more like a Bears Cubb, than a Face. 

Ramb. It is a way of Drawing I have. 

L. Dry. ls it, Sir, pray if you picaſe, let that door be your way at pre- 
ſent,and pray let my Houſe be never in your way of Drawing any more ;— 
come in Betty, Ill talk with Draw-wc/ toi ehis trick. | Exit L. Dry b. and betty, 

La. Fad. This Gentleman a Picture-Drawer 7 I twear he 1s che haudiom- 
eſt Picture-Drawer that ever I ſaw. Hold, Sir, pray, a word wich you, 

Ramb. Madam, I am commanded hence. 

La. Fad. Sir, I have Empire enough here to Reprieve you, at leaſt for a 


moment, 
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moment, and you ſhall ſtay ; Sir, I underſtand, you Draw PiQures, and fo 
handſome a Picture-Drawer muſt needs draw very handſome Pidtures, 
what ever my Lord Drybone ſays. 

Ramb. When I Draw yours, Madam, I cannot do otherwiſe. 

La. Fad, I ſwear, an incomparable well-bred Manz Noble Sir, you have 
Drawn your own Portraiture, in moſt Gentile Colours, that I am extream- 
Iy ambitious to have mine Drawn by ſo delicate a hand. 

Ramb. Madam, my Hand is unworthy of that Honour, your Picture de- 
ſerves rather to be Drawn in a Coach and Six Horſes, in Triumph round 
the Town. | 

La. Fad. I Swear that is yery witty, and ſurprizing—— Sir, you now 
more and more inflame me with an Ardent defire to. tafte of your skill ; I 
will not reſt cill I obtain the Felicity. | 

Ramb. My Pencil will be proud of the Glory —— how ſhall I be rid of 
this impertinent Woman ? : [ 4/ide. 
Enter Ciſs, whiſpers Ramble. 

Ciſs. Sir, my Lady is extreamly troubled, and aſhamed, my Lord has 
Treated you thus unciviily 3 by good luck, my Lord is juſt now call'd out 
about an extraordinary affair, and will not be back theſe three hours : ſhe 
ſo extreamly defires to have her Picture drawn by you, that if you will ſtep 
down, (he will meet you at the door, and go and fit for an hour in any 
place, you ſhall think convenient. 

Ramb. Moſt excellent Creature, I adore thee for thy Meſſage, were I on. a 
Precipice, I would leap down to ſuch an invication ; I will difintangle my 
ſelf from Madam Impertinence, that hooks her ſelf to me, and be at the door 
in an inſtant. Madam, an affair of conſequence calls me away, | Exit Cifs. 
my Pencils, my Oitterſhells, my brighteſt Colours, the exacteſt motion of 
my Hand, and the beſt of my kill, ſhall always attend your fair Phifiogno- 
my ; Your Ladiſhips moſt humble Servant, and Piffure- Drawer. | Exit Ramb. 

La. Fad. The Top, the Cream, the Flower, the Quinteſcence of Wit and 
Ingenuity ; his harmonious Tongue has left a tang, a reliſh of a Paſſion be- 
hind it; Iſwear, I feel a little Palpication, I ſhall not be at repoſe cill I come 
mence my Intrigue; and oh my brutiſh and obtuſe memory, I have forgot 
to ask him, what happy place he honours with his abode; but now I think 


on't, Friky can lend me the knowledge, I will run with ſpeed, and borrow 
it of her. { Exit La. Fad. 


- Enter Ramble, and Betty Frisque, Vizarded. 
The Scene, the Street, before Ramble*s Lodging. 


Ramb. Heaven be prais'd, we are ſafe ac the place of Battle; this is my 
Lodeing, in, in my Dear—my Sweet—— }- 

Betty. Hold Sir, I have honourably walk'd with you into the Field, but 
now TI ll Article wich you. | 

Rams. I abhor the word, it has been lately miſchievous to ms, and I will 


not hear it. | 
Enter a Woman Vizarded, as out of Ramble*s Lodgings. 


Woman. On, Mr. Ramble, are you come 3 I have bezn waiting for my 
Picture this hour. 
| G | a R; 9, 
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Ramb, Oh curſe on my memory, I forgot this Aﬀignationz I have ſuch _ 
bundles of Billets, Deux, that I muſt keep a Clerk to enter them in a Journal, 
dear Madam, .I beg your pardon, I was pre-ingag'd to a Perſon of Honour, 
and Tquite forgor, come an hour hence, and I will not fail you. (Exit. 

Enter to them a Second Wiman. 

Sec. Worm. So Mr. Ramble, you ſerve me finely, I have been ſtaying for 
my Piure theſe two hours, and here you promiſe 'em to Flirts, here is a 
Flirt newly gone out, has kept me Priſoner in a Cloſet this hour, I was ſo 
| fraid to be ſeen, for fear of my Honour. 

Ramb. Oh, dear Madam. 

2. em. No; Sir, I ſcorn to ſit, if you draw the Pictures of every Flirt. 

Betty. So, Sir, but oh, I am ruin'd, my Lady Faddle's coming, whither 
ſhall i run, ſhe will know me by my Clothes. 

Bamb. In—in—dear Madam, this Diſeaſe is faſtned on me 3 how ſhall I 
be cui'd of her ? what an unlucky Rogue am lin my Amours ? | 

[Betty and Ramble ſtrive to run in, Betty 
gets in, but La. Faddle catches Ramble. 

La. Fad. Have I found you Sir? this is fortunate, 1 will not part with 
you, till I obtain the Glory to be deciphered by your ingenious Hand. 

Ramb. Oh, Madam, What' Appelles is fit for fo great a Work? you 
are ſo admirably painred. : 

La. Fad. Not at all, Sir, you are miſinformed, I only uſe a little Red : 
' Foh, Painted! 1 ſwear I hate a painted Woman in my Heart, I fuſpe& their 
Vertuez beſides, *cis naſty : Painted! Foh. | 

Rami. | mean by Nature's Hand. . 

La. Fad. i beg your Pardon, I miſunderſtood you. - 

| Ramb. That Art were ſaucy to contend. ; 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir, you put mein a longing ExpeRation 3 I beſeech you 
'Tet us to ſome convenient place, where you may begin your Work; put 
me or any Poſture you pleaſe, ſweet Sir, and let me taſte plencifully of 

our Skill. | 

f Ramb. Madam, I want fome Poet to aflift my Fancy, you ſhall be drawn 
in a Triumphant Poſture, with all the Gods and Godcelles attending, Ve- 
24s Crying tor not being ſo handſome, Juno {colding tor jealouſie of you ; 
blind C#pid borrowing Glaſs-Eyes to ſtare on you 3 Jupiter transforming him- 

elf into a Lap-Dog, to kiſs you 3 Mars lying naked under your Fezt, in the 
ſhape of a Back-ſworg. 

La. Fad. Oh, admirable, when ſhall this moſt rare Piece be begun ? 

Ramb. That, Madam, I do not know. 

La. Fad. Not know, Sir! Why ,Sir, is it not your noble Hand that per- 
forms it 2 

Ramb. My Hand will not have the Glory. 

La. Fad. Whoſe then, Sir ? 

Ramb. I do not know, Madam, | 

La. Fed. Fie, fie, Sir this is Superlative Modeſty ; Come, come, Sir. 

{ She pulls him. 
Eater Merry. 

My. va, Si—how! my Wits that mult be, here ? 
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La. Fad. Oh, dear, my Servant here, I ſhall be diſhonoured, this is un- 
fortunate. | 

Merry. Does my Maſter deal with ſtale Fleſh too ? and is he making me 
a Cuckold before Iam married ? 1 do not much care, he cannot cuckold 
ms of her Money ; how ſhail I do to cut face him now? 10 now, 
Fack Ramble, engrofs all the Ladies. | Winks, and nods on Ramble. 

La. Fad. What ſhall I reply ? what ſhall T invent ? chis is Infernal. C 4//de, 

Remb. How now, Sirrah, how came vou and { ſo familiar 2 what. is this 
thy Rogues Plot ? {Merry winks, and nods cn Ramble. 

Merry. So, Madam, this is fine. 

La. Fad. 1 ſwear, Sir,—lI ſwear, —T don't know what to ſwear, Iam in 
ſuch confuſion. - | 

Merry. Very well, Madam, this is a good beginning. © 

Ramh. This Rogue is intimate with her.— This is ſome Plot, that IT 
cannot diſcover. But ha, here is Sir Thomas coming this way in haſte. 

La. Fad. Sir Thomas Raſh catch me here ! this is Diſhonour upon Diſ- 


honour. 


Enter Sir Thomas Raſh, and four Bayliffs. 

Sir Tho. So, have I found you ? that is the Lady, 1 command you, take 
her. ; 
1 Bay. Lady Faddle, I arreſt you in the King's Name, inan Aion of a 
Thouſand Pounds, at the Suit of Sir Thomas Raſh, here preſeanr. 

Sir Tho, Come, put in-ſubſtantial Bail, or go to ail. 

Ramb. An Arreſt at my Lodging! 

Merry. My Wife that mult be, arreſted ! 

La. Fad. Arreſted! [Ramble and Merry cffer to draw, and the 

| Bayliffs ep in and diſarm them, 

Sir Tho. Hold, Sir, be not too forward, your curn will come foon enough. 

La. Fad. Is this done; Sir Thomas, like a Civil Perſon, and a Perſon of 
Honour ? 

Merry. What is the Buſineſs, Madam ? 

La. Fad, I wil declare before all theſe Gentlemen : Know then, that a 
Nephew of minc; a Baronet in the Country, was bound in a Bond of a 
thouſand Pounds to come up to Town, and marry Mrs. Chriſtina, Sir Tho- 
45s Davghter, four days ago, and I was bound in the ſame Bond. 

Ramb. Whar's this? 

La. Fad. And my Nephew failing to come up, Sir Thomas, like an un- 
civil Perſon, takes the forfeiture of the Bond. 

Ramb. How, Sir Thomas,. have you engag'd your Daughter to any one, 
after you have promis'd her to me. 

Sir Tho. Lpromis'd her to you to be your Strumpet, did Þ ? 

Ramb. My Strumpet! ſure, Sir Thomas, you arecraz'd, I know not what 
you mean, nor do you know your own meaning. 

Sir Tho, That ſhall be try'd. 

Merry. Is this all the Butinels. 

Sir Tho. Come, Bayliffs, with your Priſoner to the Jail. 

Merry. Hold, bold, Sir, Fll releaſe her: Madam, we will have a Trick for 
his Trick ; ſay youare my Wite, and PRO Covert-Bearn. 

p | 


Ramb, 
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Ramb. Was this the Rogues Plot ? he has gull'd this ſimple Lady into 
Matrimony. | [ Afode. 

Merry. Yes, Sir, ſhe is the Wife of me Fobn Merry, Eſq; of Merry Hall, now 
meddle with her, Sir, if you dare. +. | 

Sir Tho. Say you fo, Sir; are you come over me ſo? very well ; then I ſhall 
ſpeedily take out a Writ to arreſt Fob» Merry, Eſqz in an Aion of a Thou- 
ſand Pounds, and he ſhall pay it me every farching, if all the Eſtate the 
faid Fobn Merry and his Wife, the late Dame Faddle have inthe World, can 

ay it, | 

La. Fad, Sir Thomas, TI would have you to know that, do your worſt, 
my Eſtate is able to pay twice that Sum, yet I have enough remaining. 

Merry. 1 am glad to hear of that, three or four thouſand Pounds will be 
good Sauce to make the old Gooſe go down. * [ 4ſide. 

Enter Chriſtina and Iabglla vizerded. | 

Chriſ. Hold ! before this noble Company part I have ſomething of 
great Importance to ſay to Mr. Ramble, in the preſence of you all, Sir,: do 
you know me ? | 

Ramb. Madam ? : - [ Diſcovers her ſelf to be Chriſtina. 

Chriſ. Sir, I am your unfortunate Daughter, { Kneels to Sir Tho. 
who, in Obedience to your Commands, am going to remove fo great a - 
* misfortune as my ſelf for ever from your Family ; but &*r I depart, I beg 

ou, by all your paſt Fatherly Love, by the fecret remains of ir ſtill in your 

reaſt ; by the remembrance of my dear Mother in Heaven, to give me 
leave to vindicate my ſelf, and challenge this baſe villain, ir: the Preſence 
of Heaven, who knows my Innocence in your own Preſence, to whom 
he has wrong'd me, in the Preſence of all theſe, to affirm, if he dares, 
if there be any Truth, or Shadow of Truth, in any Word or Tittle of 
what he ſpoke, in prejudice of my Honour, wh 

Ramb. Hey, what Myſtery ! what Riddle! what Dream is this! 

Sir 7ho. Yes, Sir, now affirm to her Face, . what you ſaid of her laſt 

night ; that ſhe had been naught with you before, that fhe had made an 
appointment then to be naught with you, and that ſhe had been naughe 
before ever you touch'd her. . 
* Ramb. O horrid ! what Devil has forg*d ſuch an abominable Falſhood 
of me? may Heaven ſtrike me dead with Thunder? may the Earth 
ſink and ſwallow me 3 may all the Curſes of injured Innocence purſue me, 
if ever ſuch an impious thought came into my Soul. | 

Sir Tho. Oh, Impudence ! Impudence! | 

Ramb. Ard to ſhew my Words and Thoughts are the ſame, I here de- 
Clare her as pure and ſpotleſs, as a Soul in Heaven. I deſire no greater 
Happineſs in the World, than to poſſeſs her with all choſe Misforcunes which 
I am accus'd to have brought upon her. | 

Sir Tho. Was ever the like Impudence heard ? he faid all this I charge him 
with to my Face, and fought with me to maintain his Words. 

La. Fad. Very well, I ſhall have nothing to do with you, or your 
Diſputes ; know, my Nephew'is come to Town ; but he ſhall go back a- 
gain, and break off the Match; and ſo take your Courſe. 

vir Tho. Sir Mannerly come ? hold, Madam, one word more wich pe fv 
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dyſhip, and I'll end all Controverſies: Well, Mr. Ramb/e, you declare in 
the Preſence of my Lady Faddle, and us all, that you never meant the 


Word you ſaid. 
Ramb. That I never ſaid or thought any thing of this Lady, but what a 


Votary might ſay of the Saint he prays to. 

Sir Tho. That you acknowledge her entirely innocent of —— 

Ramb. That her Innocence is equal with her Beauty 3 and that her Beau- 
ty can be equalPd by nothing, but her own Innocence : and that ſhe can be 


compar'd with none but her ſelf. 
Sir Tho. And that you will marry her, when ever I pleaſe, and leave 


her Fortune to my Diſcretion. 

Ramb. That I will marry her, without any conſideration of a Fortune, 
rather than any other Woman in the World with a Kingdom. 

Sir Tho. Very well, then take notice, I will marry her to Sir Mannerly 
Shallow ; and ſo, my Lady Faddk, I releaſe your Ladyſhip; and now our 


Conteſt is ended. 


Ramb. What's this! 
Chriſ. Hold, Mr. Rawbl:, do not dare to interpoſe ; my Father has de- 


clar'd his pleaſure, and I declare my ready Obedience however, I will ne- 


ver have you of all Men. 


Ramb. Oh my Torment! 
La. Fad. Well, Sir Thomas, you have deale (let me tell you) ungentilely 


with me 3 but however, to put an end to Controverſies, I forgive you 3 

and fo let the Match proceed. [ Exit Sir Tho. Raſh, Le. Fad. 
S Chriſ. a»d lab. 

Ramb. Merry, a word, is this Lady ybur Wife ? 

Aerry. Yes, in eameſt, Sir. : 

Ramh. Then, Sirrah, make her break off this Match, or Þ'll cue your 


Throat, how dear foever I pay for it. 
Merry. Well, Sir, a word to the wiſe is enough, you may be ſure I'll do 


what—lies in my power. [ Exit Merry. 


Enter Betty Friſque. 

Betty. So fo, Mr. Ramble, you are a very fine Man, ſome Women come 
to you for their Pictures, and others for promiſe of Marriage'z I have heard 
all Paſſages ; this is you that lovd, admird, ador'd me above all 
Creatures in the World ; above all you could exprefs ; that you could have 
no Reſt day nor night, for thinking and ſighing after me : Poor loving 
Man : I had been ſweetly ferv'd if I had been ſuch a Fool as to have be- 

*ev'd you, and falPn a loving you as hard as ever I could drive : well, 
I chank you, you have done me a kindneſs, I ſhall endure my Confinement 
a little betrer after this : nay, I ſhall thank my old Lord tor keeping me 
out of the Temptations of ſuch falſe, diflembling inlinuating Men. , 

| Exit. 


Ramb. So, fo, forſaken and hated by every one, all Afiitions come to- 
gether ; Iam juſtly ferr'd for my liquorith, greedy, inſatiable, ridiculous 
Temper ; that, like 44am, _ not be contented in Paradice, but muſt 
be taſting all ſorts of Fruic, lawful, or unlawful, though Thad pleaſures e- 


now in Chriftina's Love to ſatisfies a Demy-God, and more than any meer 
KP Creature 
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Creature could merit : Well, Deſpair ſhall -be damr'd before he ſhall have 
the fing'ring of me, yet—— Opportunity has not fo turn'd his bald Crown 
on me, bur I can have hold enough of his Ears yer ; at leaſt I will have 
hoid of my Rival's Ears, whoz'ec he be 3 this ſhall givehim to underſtand 
{ Sh:ws bes Sword. | what Portion he ſhall have with his Lady nay, what 
Lady he ſhall have, for this tair, ſlender Creature ſhall enjoy his Body, and 
ſpeedily. " [ Exit. 


ACTAIV. SCENE I. The Street. 


Sir Mannerly dreft 5% a fine Country-faſhion'd fois. 
Enter Sir Manneily Shallow, and Booby. 


Sir Man. OW do my Cloaths become me, Booby. 
Boob. Biavely, an't like your Worſhip. 

Sir Man. And am I pretty handſome # 

Boo. I never. ſeea handfomer Man peep out of a Suit of Clothes. 

Sir zu. Well, I long for my Bride, oh how gentilely I could faluts 
her now ? Madam, what a'Spring, a Source, a Fountain, a River of Love 
and Beauty flows from your Eyes; a Nias of Beauty overflows the Egypt 
of your Face. | 

Enter & Servant. 
Fa Ser. Sir Thomas Raſh, nor Madam Chriſtina, are no where to be found, 
Ir. - 

Sir Man. Hey, not to be found !, well, then there is Knavery in this, they 
do it on purpoſe to make me forfeit my Bond. Oh dear, here comes the 
Perfon of Quality [ Enter the Porter. - 
T invited to my Wedding, what ſhall I ſay to excuſe my ſelf to him ?—— 
Noble Sir, i {wear I am ſo out of Aſpet—1I know noc how to demean my 
* felf, I was ſo bold as to crave the Honour of your Company at my Wed- 

ding-Supper to night, and I ſwear, Sir, I cannot find my Bride 

Por. Not find your Bride, Sir! that's ſtrange ; ir's a common thing hers 
3n London for Women to run away trom their Husbands after they*re marry- 
ed, but I never knew a Woman run from her Husband before ſhe was mar- 
ryed till now, well Sir, there's no hurt done. | | 

Sir Man. Hold, . noble Sir, 1 have receiv'd ſo many noble Favours from 
you to day, that I will not let you ftir till I know to whom I am ſo much 
oblig'd—that I may know to whom to repay ; I beſcech you,Sir,to let me 
know your Honourable Name, for I am fuce you are of Noble Quality. 

Por. Ay,Sir, I am a Knight, —1I was dubbed laſt Lord-Mayors-Show. — 

Sir Man. Look you there, Booby, did not [ ſay he was a Knight ? I be- 
feech you, Sir, of what Order ? tor by your Silver Chain, and noble Sil- 
ver Plate, you muſt be of fome Order that I have not read of in He- 
raldry. : | | 

Pop. I amofa very old Order, Sir, of the Orderof 7/achar, I ftoop un- 
der my Burden, and my Creſt is an Aſs Couchanr. 

Sir Man. Look you there, Bocby : I beleech you, Sir, your Name. 

Por. My name is Rf, vir, at your Service, 
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Sir Men. What——t0t Sir Thomas Raſh ? 
Por. Old Tem Raſh, Sir Thomas, ut you will haye it ſo. 
Sir Man. Oh ſtrange, Booby ! 


Boob. Sir Thomas Raſh's Worſhip. : | 
Sir Mas. Did one ever fee the like? here have I been Angling and 


Trowling for my Father-in-law, and have had him at my Hook all day. 
* Boob.This is juſt as your Worſhip and I look'd up and down for your Boots 
one day, and you had *em on your Legs. 


Sir Man. Juſt fo for all the World. | 
Por. What have I done now, 1 am afraid-I have brought more Comple- 


ments on my Head—they come— they come full ſwinge— oh, what will 
become of me? oh, Sir, have mercy on me. | 

Sir Man. Noble Father-in-law. (Sir Man. a»d Booby. 

Boob. His Worſhips Father-in-law's Worſhip. run and embrace him.) 

Por. What, do they call me Facther-in law ? 

Boob. Your Worſhip, Sir Thomas, I believe, does not know my Maſters 
Worſhip ; my Maſters Worſhip is Sir Mannerly Shallow, that is comme to Town, 
according to his Bond, to marry your Daughter. 

Por. Come to Town to marry my Daughter ! I begin to think 'em merry 
Men again ; let me be hang'd if I can gueſs, whether they be Fools, or no, 
for-my life;—— Pfacks, I rather think they make a Fool of me. 

Sir Man. Iam the ſame Mannerly Shallow, on my Honour, Sir. 

Por. Sir Mannerly Shallow, ha-ha, what comes in my Head, (Laughs.) I 
heard my Maſter, and Name-ſake, Sir Thomas Raſh, talk of one Sir Mannerly 
Shallow, that is to Marry my young Lady, and I warrant, this ſimple Gentle- 
man is he ; and he hearing my name to be Thomas Raſh, and calling my ſelf 
in waggery,Sir Thomas, —hetakesmetobe my Maſter: ha—ha—ha—| Laughs. 
Hark you Maſter, are not you Sir Mannerly Shallow ? 

Sir Man. I am, on my Honour, Sir Thomas. 


Por. Ha-ha-ha. — Laughs. 
Sir Man. Ay, the fame; ha-ha-ha. Laughs, 
Boob, It is his Worſhip. — — | Laughs. 


| FThey all three Iaugh, and the Porter 
laughs the mere, to ſee them laugh. 

Por. I have laugl'd my Heart fore ; whar a knaviſh prank could I play 
now, to paſs for Sir Thomas Raſh, and pop my Datighter on this filly Knight: 
well, Sir, 1 will not cheat you, I am honeit Tow Raſu, a poor Porter, and Ser- 
| __ to that very Sir Thomas Raſh you want, and come along, I'll lead you 
co him. 

Sir Man. Come, Father-in-law , this is not gentile, now you have 
owned your ſelf, to deny your ſelf again ; you do ic, now you ſze who I am, 
to make me forteit my Bond-— but what have I diſcovered ? Let me com- 
pare the very fame Coat of Arms: I ſwear this was { Pulls out a Letter, and 
well thought on, Fl take my Oath; now if you de- jcozopares the Seal with 
ny your felf, Ill go to Liw with you, for I know you Yrle drms of the Por- 


by your Arms. ters Badge, 
Per. This is better and better, ha-ha-ha,— ' Laug os. 
Sir Man, My Father-in-law I fee is a merry Man—— | L.auzhs, 


Buch, 
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Boob. Sir Thomas, his Worſhip did but jeſt. (ha-ha— { Laugbs, 

Por, Well, 11 own my ſelf co be Sir Thomas Raſh, carry him to my Cel- 
lar, and there let my Wite look to him, whilſt I call my Maſter ——-Come, 
Son-in-law, 1 am your Father in-law , and'Tam heacrtily glad to ſee you ; 111 
conduct you to my Off-ſpring, and your Bed-Mate cthac muſt be=— what 
{ſport is here ? - 

Sir Man. Did not I ſay *ewas he? [ Exit Porter. 

Boob. Whar luck was this to find him, juft as your Bond was forfeited. 

Sir Man. Ay, and by the Coat of Arms, ——you muſt know, 1 am very 
well skill'd in Coats: of Arms—-I can tell all our own Coats, and all the 
Quarterings, ever fince King Cadwallader. Oh, but Booby, was it nor pretty, 
that I (hould invite my Father-in-law to his own Daughters Wedding, 

Boob. I warrant, that made his Worſhip laugh fo heartily. . 

Sir Man. Well thought on, I ſwear, now run to my Cloak-bag and fetch 
my bag of Money to pay for my Wedding-Dinner. Exit. 

Boob. I ſhall, an't like your Worſhip. | Exite 

Enter Ramble and. Merry. 

Merry. Sir, am not I a loving Servant, that forſake the Wife of my Boſom; 
now Love has Cook'd and Dith'd her up, and leave her piping hot, to run 
after your Appetite. _. 2 | 

Ramb. Thou art an honeſt Fellow, Aerry 3 but all things conſider'd, the 
kindneſs is as great to thy ſelf, as me, however, I accept it—bur haſt thou 
hunted out my Rival? | Rn 

Merry. 1 ſaw him hereabout, not a quarter of an hour ago. 

Ramb. What a kind of Fellow is he ? 

Merry. Oh, 'tis ſuch a Camberland Piece, he is much farther from under- 
ſtanding, than his Country is from Lender 3 and has ſuch a living Log fol- 
lows him, as you never ſaw :>—-many a wiſer Block has ſuffer'd Martyr. 
dom for Chriſtmas, in his Maſters Hall Chimney. . 

Ramb. Prethee let's inquire hereabout for them, by thy deſcription they are 
ſo remarkable, every body that has ſeen 'em,will inform us of them. | Exeurr. 


The SCENE, Az Adpple.Shop. 


Enter Raſh and bis Wife. 


TVife. How, are you mad, Thomas, loſe ſuch a Fortune for my Daughter ? 

Reſh. What, ſhall I play the Knave of chat faſhion ? | 

/ife. Is it Knavery- to own your Chriſtendom ? 15 not your name Raſh-? 
and were not you Chriſtened Thomas ? 

Raſh. Burt I was not Chriſtned Sir Themas, was I ? 

Wife. Well, if the Knight will Chriſten you Sir Thomas, what's that to 
any one ? 

Raſh, What, I ſhall ha* my Maſter Sir Thomas, ha' me up, coram noba, for 
Fo'gery. 

Wits Well, let him coram nobz you .as much as he dares; there's no Law 
againſt owning ones own names let him take his Silver Badge again, and 
he will, we can live withour his Chain, we ſhall be as good as he now. 


R aſh. I tell you, I won't do it. 


hep (> 
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Wife. Won't you? then let my Goods rot and they will, I'll ne'c fell pen- 
ny-worth of Apples or Gingerbread more whilſt I live. 

Raſh. Theſe Women will rule*the Roaſt well, Vil be Sir Thomas then, 
bur if I look through a Scorch Caſement for this, that is to ſay, a Pillory, 
Til lodge a Cudgel in your middle Story backward, 

I7ife. Let them do what they dare, they.ſhall find a Meſs of hot Codlings 
o' me, I warrant them; give me my clean Kercher, and my Hat, and run 
quickly, and fetch 7/7ny from School. 

Raſh. There, there, Don *em quickly, our Son-in-law comes. 

Enter Sir Manneily and Booby, with a bag of Money under his Arm, 
a Beggar-woman with a Child begging of Sir Mannerly. 

Sir Man, Well, I never ſaw ſuch a fine >treet in my lite. 

Beg. Wo. Pray your Worſhip, give a poor Woman ſomething. 

Sir Man, Begone, Beggar-woman. 

: Raſh. Son-in-law, you are heartily welcome ; ſee, this is your Mother-in- 
aw. 

Wife. For want of a hetter, Sir. 

Sir Man. Madam, your moſt humble Seryant. 

Raſh. Well, Son, Til run and fetch your Bride, ſhe is but two doors off at 
a Boarding-School, where 1 keep her for good Breeding 3 you wonder to 
ſee ſo many Apples here; my Wife and I, you muſt know, are great lovers 
of Apples, and we are laying in our Winter Store into our Cellar ; that's my 
Cellar, but that great Houſe is my Habitation. | 

Sir Man. Oh Stately, that's like the Palace of S/-/ubl;mibus, Alta Colum- 
ms : And Gold on the cop too, Clara micante Aur. 

Raſh. I, to ſhowT love Apples, I have a Golden Apple, a Golden Pippin on 
the top ; well, Ill leave you with my Witz, Fil be back preſently : = 

[ Exi: Raſh. 

Sir Man. Is your Lady ſhip ſo great a lover of Apples? I ſhall agree with 
you then mightily in Diet, for I love Apples as well as ever Adam did, and 
here areas many fine Apples as ever Ifaw in a!l my life. 

Boob, Curious Apples indeed. 

Fife. Pray Son-in law, be pleas'd to eat one, there's a Pippin, as good a 
one as ever Tooth was put in——and as ſound as my fzIt. 

Boob. A pure Pippin. 

Sir Man. Your Ladyſhips moſt humble Servant; my Lady's a plain Wo. 
man, Booby. 

Boob. She ſeems a very hearty Woman, an't like your Worſhip. 

Enter Raſh and Winnifride. 

Raſh. See, Son, here's your young Yoke-fellow, that muſt into the Nooſe 
with you. 

Sir Man. A moſt tranſcendent Beauty ! 

Raſh. A plain Girl, | 

Sir Man. Not at all, ſhe's the Epitome of Perfe&ion ; Tam enamour'd a- 
bove the capacity of expreſlion ; I deſerve to forfeit a thouſand Bonds of a 
thouſand pound, for ſtaying the thouſandch pare of a minute from her Im- 
braces; I will pay the tortciture of my Bond in Love and Kitfſes ; —TI will 
mmber up. 


H Beg. Wo. 
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Beg Wo. Pray, good your Worſhip. : : 

Sir Man. What a troubl:-ſome Woman art thou ? doſt not ſee I am buſy 
a Complimenting ? — 1 ſay, I will number up by Art Arithmetical. 
. Beg IWe. Pray your Worthip. 

Sir Man. Did one ever ſee the like ? 

Boob. Woman, do not trouble his Worſhip. 

Wife. Begone, or I'll ſend for the Beadle. 

Sir Mans. I ſay, I will number up—I will number up—this ſcurvy Beggar- 


Woman has broke off my Speech, that I vow and ſwear, I do not know what | 
I was going to ſay—l had better ha? given her a Shilling, than have loſt ſuch 


a Speech. 


Boob. 1 could find in my heart, Beggar-Woman, to kick you, for ſpoiling | 


his Worſhips Speech—no matter—your Worſhip—has twenty more as good. 


Raſh. No matter for Compliments, come Son-in-law, to Church, it you | 
pleaſe, and there let the Parſon compliment you both into Man and Wife, | 


and that's the Compliment of Compliments. 
Sir Man. *With all my heart, and may a thouſand Cupids hover over eyery 
Pue, to fill your heart as full of Love, as mine is of Love and Admiration. 
Boob. Did you ever hear ſuch pure Compliments ? 


Raſh. Never in all my days. Wy they are going off, enter 


Merry. That's he. Ramble and Merry. 
Ramb. Is that he, *cis ſo ridiculous a Fellow, I cannot be angry with him. 
Merry. Go, Sir, Manage him—— whilſt I handle Log, the Second King 


of Frogs, that follows him. Ramble zates Sir Mannerly, 
and Merry, Booby afide. 

Rami. Sir, one word with you in private. [ To Sir Man. 
Merry. Sir, one word with you in private. [ To Booby. 


Sir Man. With me, Sir ? 

Boob. With 'me, Forſooth 2? 

Ramb. Ay, Sir, it muſt be very private. 

Merry. Ay, Sir. | 

Ramb. Is not your name Sir Mannerly Shallow ? 

Sir Mas. Ir is, Sir, what then, Sir ? 

Ramb. Are not you come to Town to marry Sir Thomas Raſh's Daughter ? 
Sir Man. I am, Sir, what then, Sir ? | | 

Boob, Four Oxen to run for a Wager, Sir, doyou ſay ? 

Merry. From Tweed to Newcaſtle. 

Ramb. Then you muſt not have her, Sir: 

Sir Man. How, not have her, Sir ' 

Ramb. No ſtirring, Sir, if you do, this runs into your Guts, 

Sir Man. Into my Guts, Sir ? 

Ramb. Ay, into your Guts, Sir. 

Boob. My Maſters Py*'d Ox to be one. 

Merry. For a wager of Fourfcore Load of Hay —— 

Sir Man. Booby, 
Ramb. No Booby, Sir 
Sir Man. No Bouby, Sir ? 
Ramb, No Booby, Sir, — 
Boob, To be eat all with Muſtard. Merry 


_ 
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Merry, All with Muſtard. 

Boob. An Ox eat Muſtard ! 

Atcrry. All with Muſtard. 

Ramb. I ſhall be very brief with you, I ſhall propound but two things 
to you, take your choice, either to go out immediately and fight me, and 
he of usewo that comes alive out of che Field, ſhall have the Lady, or elfe 
this minute to take Poſt for Cumberland, and not to come up till I am 
married to her. 

Sir Man. To go and fight with you, Sir! 

Ramb. Ay, Sir, till one of us tall dead, or ride Poſt for Cumberland 3 
take your choice. 

Sir Max, Ride Poſt for Cumberland, Sir ! 

Ramb. Ay, Sir, chuſe inſtantly, or this goes into your Guts, Sir. 

Sir Man. My Guts, Sir ! | 

Ramb. Ay, Sir. 

Sir Man. Booby — 

Ramb. No Booby, Sir; ſpeak quickly what you'll do. 

Boob. And the Ox that wins to be Knighted. 

Merry. To be Knighted. 

Boob. I never heard the like; let me tell his Worſhip —— 

Merry. Preſently, when I ha? done: I have not half done. 

Ramb. Say what you'll do, and that inſtantly. 

Sir Man. Sir, Ill. ———— 

Ramb. What will you do, Sir ? 

Sir Man. Sir, I'll———— 

Ramb. Diſpatch, Sir. | 

Sir Man. Sir, I'll=—Sir, I will not, Sir : What ha* you to do to make me 
fight, or ride Poſt either, whether I will or no, Sir ? | 

Ramb. No queſtioning my Authority, ſpeak inſtantly, I ſay inſtantly, 

Sir an. I never met with ſuch a Fellow in my Lite. 

Ramb. You will not ſpeak, Sir. 

Sir Mas. Sir, Ill —— ——. 

Ramb. What, Sir ? 

Sir Man. Sir, F'll ride Poſt, Sir. 

Ramb, Then come along, Sir;——Pll ſee you mounted—and attend 
you, or one ſhall for me, one forty or fifty miles on the way, no looking 
oer your Shoulder; Sir. [ Drags him out, Sir Mannerly looks back and of- 

fers to ſpeak, Ramble ſtops bis mouth, 

Wife. Mr. Booby, Mr. Booby, there's a Gentleman runs away with your 
Mafter, call a Conſtable, 7homas, a Conſtable, come along with me W/:n- 
»y to call a Conſtable. 

Raſh. Is the Woman mad to make a Hubbub ?— hold your Tongue. 

Wife. I will not, hecarries away our Son-in-law by force. [ Exit. 

Boob. One ſteal my Maſter ! [Raſh follows her, 

Xerry. No ſtirring, Sir. | 
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Boob. No ſtirring-— What, you help to ſteal him, do you ? here Beg- 
g1r-woman, hold my Bag of Money alittle, {Gives tbe Beggar-woman the 
and Fi! ery a Friskin with him, thou ſhalt not 2 Bag of Money to bold. 
come at thy Sword. { Merry and Booby fgbr off the Stape. 

{ A noiſe of a Hubhub within, and mean while the Bepgar-10- 
man watches ber opportunity, lays down the Child, andruns 
away with the Money. 

Enter Ramble and Merry. 

Ramb. This is good, the Conſtable and the Rabble have ſeiz'd our Foes ; 
and we, the Aggreſlors, have eſcap'd, whilſt the two Clowns itick faft in 
the Mudd of the dirty Crewd : Ler's purſue our Fortunes, overtake Sir 7ho- 
1s and the Company, be very impudent and obſtinate, and fee what that 
will do. 

Merry. With all my Heart, Sir, for I do not care for coming within 
the reach of that heavy-fiſted Fool any more. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Conſtable, Sir Mannerly, Booby, Raſh, Wife, and Winnifred. 

Sir Mar. You have let go the Thieves that would have ſtoln me, and here 
you hold my Man and me. 

Con3 Stoln you, Sir | 1 found this Man in actual Battery. 

Boeb. He batter'd me as much 

Raſh. Come, come, Sor-in-law, never make a Buſtle on your Wedding- 
day, give the Conttable a Spill. 

Sir Man. There's a Spill, but I take my Oath he would have ſtoln me. 

Conſt. No more Words on'c, come—— there, go about your buſineſs. 

Sir Man. Come, Madam, as the Poet ſays —Per warts caſus per tot diſcri- 
ming rerum. [ Exeunt Sir Man, Raſh, Wite, and Win. 

Boob. I think I ploug hd his Chaps for him ; ar he had cuff'd a little long- 
ger, I would ha* pulPd up his Noſe by the Roots——but where's the Beggar- 
woman with my Bag of Money ? look if ſhe has not laid it in the Street, 
like a Baggage, a thouſand to one but it might have been ſtoln——hey, my 
Bag of Money is alive! a Baſtard, a Baſtard, [ Takes up the Child, 
{ſtop Thief, {top Thief; a Beggar-woman has run away with a Bag of Mo- 
ney, and haslefe a Baſtard inthe room : ſtop Thief, Thief. 

| Lays down the Child, and offers to run away. 

Watch-m. Mr. Conſtable, Mr. Conſtable, here's a Fellow has lain a Child 

in the Street. 
| Conſt. Stop him, ſtop him, knock him down ; how now, ſirrah, lay a Ba- 
ſtard in the Street! | 

Boob, Is it my Baſtard ? is it not the Beggar- womans Baſtard that was a 
begging here, and has run away with all my Money ? 

Eonſt. She was your Whore, was ſhe, Sirrah ? here's a fine Plot of a Rogue, 
Netghbours, to make a buſtle in the Streets, that his Whore might have an 
Opportunity to lay a Baſtard to the Pariſh : Yes, Sircah, the Pariſh ſhall! main- 
tain ſuch a lulty Rogue as you in Lechery ?—— come, Sirrah, to the Houſe 
ol Correction. 

Watch-m. Ay, Mr. Conſtable, whip him, whip him; this way the Pariſh- 
money goes 3 I have been ſeſs'd aboys fifteen Shillings this Year, for ſuch 
Rogues unlawful Lecheries, Boob, 
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Boob. Whip me! I never faw the Woman before in my life. 

Conſt. Then you lay with her in the dark, did you, Sirrah ? 

Boob. 1 am but newly come to Town. 

Conſt, Then you ſhall be whipt as toon as you come; a Whipping-Poſt 
ſhall be your Welcome. 

Boob, Whip we it you dare, ſince you go to that, for I belong to a Critick. 

Conſt, A Critick, What's that ? 

Boob. A great Judge, chat was he that was here jult now. 

Conſt, He a Judge ! he tfooks like a Man fit to hold che Scale of Juſtice in- 
deed ; he is more fic to hold a Grocers Scale, and weigh Plumbs and Com- 
fits than Cauſes. 

Conf, Come, Sirrah, Ti! let out your hot Blood, III plant a Grove of Birch 
in your Arſc-o*-peak. | 

Boob, Oh, Mr. Conſtable, my Maſter is a Northern Judge indeed, and a 
Baronet, I can prove it. 

Conſt, -I care not what he is, Sirrah ; will he put in Security to keep the 
Child, and buy off your Whipping ? 

Boob. Why muſt he? or muſt I be whipt ? 

Conſt, That Time ſhall try: 

Bccb. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, come along; my Maſter's Worſhip ſhall be 
bound, and give you any content. 

Conſt. Well, let's fee what he will do. | | Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Tho. Raſh; Merry, Chriſtina, La. Faddle, Iſabella, Bridget, 
and Ramble. 

La. Fad. Where have you been, Mr. A/erry ? 

Merry. Oaly ſettling ſome things about my Eſtate. 

Sir Tho. Do not follow and tantany us, Mr. Ramble, for I declare 
poſitively, thou ſhalt never have my Daughter. 

Chriſ. Mr. Ramble, my Father 15 engag'd to another 3 but whether he was 
or no, the Words you ſaid are never to be forgiven, neither extrava- 
g1nce, Railery, Drink,nor nothing can excuſe *em ; they have fix'd you in 
my eternal Hatred; and you are rhe only thing of all Heaven's Creatures 
I abhor. | S 

Ramb. Then I am the only wretched thing of the whole Creation, and 
the more wretched, finceT ſuffer innocently : For whatever have been my 
other Sins, from that unpardonable one of Blaſpheming your Honour, L 
am wholly innocent : Conſider why I ſhould fay it, what ſhould 
move me to it ? what did provoke me? and what ſhould I gain by it 
when laid 2 | | 

Cori. That foppiſh Vain-glory which polleiles all your Sex, of defaming 
tiole Women, whoſe Honouts you cannot otherwiſe abuſe. 

Sir Tzo. Why, Sir, what ſhould move me? what provoke me ? and what 
ſhould 1 gain by celling a Lye, Sir ? 

Tas. IT iwzar, Madam, I begin to pity him, and think there's ſoms 
miltake. | 

La. Fad. I dare not interpoſe, for fear of diſcovering the Aﬀair ahout 
my Picture—— F'0 Merry. 
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Merry, Come, Sweet-heart, you are the chief Perſon concern'd; you 
mult retign your claim to this Lady ——for Fac& Ramble is my Friend, and 
though I know nothing of the Buſineſs; I know he 1s innocent, becauſe I 
know him to be an honeſt Fellow ; but whether innoCent or no, I will have 
Matters made up ; for in plain Terms, if my Friend may not Bed the 
Woman he loves, I will not bed the Woman Llove; 1 will never be happy, 
while my Friend 1s miſerable. 

La. Fad. How, Mr. Merry ! 

Sir Tho. Let me alone with him, Madam ; Sir, what have you to do to 
intermeddle in my Aﬀeairs; bed who you will, Sir, and what you will, Sir ; 
but of you fay he did not fay theſe Words I give you the Lye, and there's 
my Glove. | 

Merry. Take your Glove, Sir, your Hand is old, and will catch cold. 

Ramb. Some Devil has appear'd to him in my Shape, and ſaid this. 

Enter Betty Friſque, and Cils. 

Betty. Oh dear, have I met with your Ladyſhip ? [To La. Fad. 
this is lucky, if ever you will be kind to me in your Life, Madam, take 
me into your Company I have been abroad but ewo hours, and my 
Lord has been to ſeek me in ſuch a Rage, that if you do not excuſe me, ie 
will bz a parting Quarrel. 

Ramb. Betty Friſque here ! how do my Sins follow me? what ſhall I do ? 
now I think on'c, ſhe dares no more own the knowledge of me, then I dare 
of her: my ſtanding Vertue, Impudence, muſt aid me. 

La. Fad. Why doſt thou do this, Betty ? 

Euter Lord Drybone. 

Lord Dry. So, Gentlewoman, are you herded ?——ha ! what do I ſee 
here, her Father ? that's he I ſaw laſt night, Pm ſure on*t ; I remember 
his Face again, though I ſaw him in the dark: Very well, Sir, take your 
Daughter again, I am very glad'cis you ſhe runs to, I thought to have found 
her in worſe Company : There, Sir, take her, take her, and make the beſt 
of her. { ToSir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. My Daughter, Sir ! To whom do you fpeak, Sir ? 

Ramb. What, more miſtakes ? 

Lord Dry. To you, Sir, 

© Sir 7ho. Fo me Sir, I am as good a Man as your felt, Sir. 

Lord Dry. As a:good a Man, Sir? | 

Merry. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. 

Lord Dry. Sir, I am a Perſon of Honour, Sir. 

Sir Tho. And I am a Perſon of Quality, Sir. 

Lord Dry. Well, Sir, be of whac Quality you will, Sir, you came laſt 
night to my Door with Fiddles, and challeng'd me for debauching your 
Daughter, Sir, then you could own her in the dark, for your own Plea- 
ſare, Sir, and now I will make you own her for mine : and, as I cold you 
laſt night, ſhe had been debauch'd before I rouch'd her, fo l cell you again, 
if ſhe had not, perhaps I would have conlider'd her. 

Ramb. The Miſtake comes our. | 

Sir Tho. Hold, my Lord, was not you in your Night: Gown and Drawers ? 

Lord Dry. Yes, Sir, and you was in a Buft Coar. 

Sir Tho, 
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Sir Tho. Mr. Ramble, where art thou ? wile thou forgive me ?_ canſt thou 
forgive me ? honeſt Mr. Ramile forgive me. 

Ramb. Now, Madam. 

Sir Tho, My Lord I thank you heartily for this Diſcovery, you have 
clear*'d up a miſtake in which I perſiſted, to the injury of an honeſt Gen- 
tleman ; but nowl will do my felf and him right: Know then, this Gen- 
tleman is a Szrvant to my Daughter, and this is my Daughter I challeng'd 
you about; and finding him ſomeching Airy and Wild, was deſirous to 
hinder the Match ; and he pailing by my Door with Fiddles laſt night, I 
in a Rage, purſu'd him to your Lordfhips, and miſtaking your Lordſhip 
for him, in the dark, I challeng'd you with Intentionsof debauching my 
_—_— and your Reply intangled us in Difficulties, which now are 
vaniſh'd. | 

Lord Dry. Then this is the Lady it ſeems was Serenaded, [ To Chriſtina. 
wo The ſame, my Lord, che Playing at your Door was but a 

in 

Betty, No, no, 'twas to me- 

Chriſ. He brings himſelf off wittily. 

_ Dry. But hold, Sir, now I remember, you came to draw her Picture 
tO Cay. 

Chia Has he that Trick too 2? 

Ramb. 1 cid 1o. 

Betty. Ay, ay, I have an Intrigue with him. | 

Ramb. But it was only tor Divertiſement, I never ſaw her before in my 
Life. 
Betty. Why do you ſay fo? *rwas an Appointment : Well, my Lord, you 
and I muſt part, you ſze how falſe I am. | 

Lord Dry. Dzar Betty, forgive me, I ſee thou haſt more Vertue and Good- 
neſs than I have Eſtate to reward ; live wich me again, and I will become 
a new Creature. 

Betty. That muſt be by ſome very ſtrange Miracle indeed, that an old 
Man ſhould become a new Creature but however,mend as muchas you 
will, I ſhall never mend, I ſhall continue my Intrigues with Picture- 
Drawers, and Pages, and Hackney-Coachmen and every Man I can 
come near. 

Lord Dry. On, do not treat me taus ſeverely, I have injur'd thy Vertue, 
but I will make thee recompence for my lite, and all the pleafure of ic lies 
in thy Favour. 

Betty. No, no, this keeping of old Women, by you old Sinners, 1s but 
done out ofa ſcurvy Cuſtom, not any need you have ; like old Snutf ca- 
kers, that cannotlive without Snuff, though it never makes them ſneeze ; 
do but break your ſelf of the Cuſtom tor one Month , and you will find 
no want. But come, fince you are humbled, 1 make a Propoſal ; promiſe 
before all chis noble Company, to make a Settlement of 500 /. a year on 
me for Life, that if we ever quarrel, I may have ſomething to cruit ro, and 
I will return to my Dominion again, and govern you as formerly. 

Lord Dry. I engage it, and you: ſhall haye it drawn by what Lawyers 
you pleals. 


Betty. 
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Betty, Then T am yours in the new-faſhion'd Matrimony for eyer. 

L. Dry. I am, as formerly, your moſt obſequious Keeper. 

Sir Tho. Oh, theſe are fine doings, but Ifay nothing. 

Ramb. Now Madarn, it is my turn to quarrel, and be unkind, 

Chr, Yes indeed, you had need boaſt of your Innocence; witneſs the 
importunate Temptations of a young Lady, which you mantully reſiſted laſt 
night, and could by no means be brought to her imbraces, witneſs this Crea- 
ture, whoſe Picture it ſeems you drew, an Excellence I never knew you had 
till now. | 

Ramb. Oh, forgive me, I acknowledge my taults with grief and penitence, 
I am amazed, how it was poflible for me to think of any thing bur you ; bur 
hopes of Love, are like the proſpect of a fair Street a great way off, and you 
cannot blame a poor thirſty Traveller, it he takes a ſip here and there by 
the way [ Kneels, 

Sir Tho. How, on thy Knees, Mr. Ramble! I ſwear, we rather ought to 
kneel to thee. Rilſe, rife, Man, were I not to forfeit a thouſand pound 


Bond, thou ſhouldſt have my Daughter betore any Man. 
Ramb. Say you lo, Sir, Dirt ſhall never be laid in the Scale with Beauty, 


I will pay the forfeiture. 
Tab. This is brave, I ſwear, now Madam, you are bound in Honour and 


Gratitude to forgive him. < 

Sir Tho. Mr. Ramble, this is ſo generous a Propoſition, that IT will pay the 
forfeiture of the Bond, give thee my Daughter, and a Thouſand pound more 
with her, than ever I deſign'd for her Portion, with any Man-—take her-— 
ſhe's thine. 

Chr. Well, Sir, I hope you will give over your Pifture-Drawing. 

Ramb. Now I] am in Heaven, and all my fins forgiven, upbraid me not 
with them3 I will Draw no Pictures but my own, and thoſe never without 
your help. | 

La. Fad How, Sir Thomas, will you uſe my Nephew thus ſcurvily ? 

Merry. How, will you oppoſe my deſire ? Refilt my Virgin authority, 

La. Fad. Mr. Merry, I will not bave my Nephew thus abus'd : 


(Enter Sir Mannerly, Winnifride, Porter, and I7:fe) 
See, he has tound us. 

Sir Man. My Lady Aunt, wiſh me joy. 

La. Fad. With thee joy, Sweet-heart, for what, for looſing thy Bride ? 
here is Sir Thomas Raſh, after all our Articles,is going unworthily to beſtow 
his Daughter upon another. : 

Sir Man. How, Aunt, yon do not know Sir Thomas Raſh when you fee 
him, nor his Daughter neither——ſure I have her faſt enough, I am marricd 
to her already and here ſhe is. 

Chr. This ic Creature that was deſign'd for me? bleſs me! what a deli- 
verance have I had? 

Sir Man. This Sir JMannerly. 

La. Fad, Whar dolt thou iay, art thou Married to that Girl ? 

Sir Tho Mairicd ro my Porters Daughter ! this fellow is my Porter, Ma- 
' dam. 424 his Wite is my Apple-woman. 

Sir M4:n, You: Puiter, whar's that 2 La. Fad. 


* 
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La. Fad, He goes of Errands for Groats and Teſters, and Pence ; th is p 
Sir Thomas Raſh, and this is his Daughter. 

Sir Man. How! am I couzen'd fo? is this Sir Thomas Raſh? and is this his 
Daughter * re you no Sir Thomas ? and you no my Lady? and do you 
go of Errands for Groats, and Pence ? and do you fell Apples ? 

Port. Faith Son, *cis a folly to diſown it, now all is done; theſe are our 
Occupations, I am no Knight, but of your dubbing ; you would dub me a 
Knight whether I would or no—T was not ambitious of the Honour. 

Fife. Well, though we are poor folks, we are honeſt and true. 

Sir Man. Honeſt and True; firrah come back and Unmarry me again. 

{ Beats the Porter, 

Sir Tho. Hold, hold, Sir Mannery, now *tis too late; how came this mi- 
ſtake Tom ? 

Por. My being your Worthips Nameſake caus'd it, he would needs bear 
medown, [ was your Honour,and Marry my Daughter in ſpight of my teeth. 

La. Fad. Oh, how haſt thou diſbonour'd our Family ! | 

Sir Man, Fearnot, Aunt, Fl Feague *em ; Porter, I'll make it a ſcurvy 
Errand to you ; and Apple woman, your Daughter ſhall bea coſtly Pippin 
to you. Wife. Do your worlt. 


Enter Conſtable and Booby, with a Child in his Arms. 

Boob. Here's his Worthip 3 oh, an't like your Worſhip, if you won't be 
bound to maintain this Child for me, I ſhall go to Priſon, and be whipt 
preſently. 

Sir Man. Maintain that Child? what, ha* you got a Baſtard ſince you 
came to Town already ? : 

Boob. *Tis a Beggar-womans Baſtard, I never {aw in my days before. 

Sir Man. Get a Baſtard of a Beggar-woman in a days time 2 do they 
breed ſo faſt in London ? that's faſter than our tame Coneys do 3 no wonder, 
London is 1{o full of People. ; 

Book. An't like your Worſhip, I never faw or touch'd the Woman, or an 
Woman, I never lay with any Woman in my life ; give me a Book, Vil kits 
it upon it. 

Sir Man. How could you come by this Baſtard then ? 

Boob. [ did not come by it, it came by m2 I give 2 Beggar-woman the 
bag of Money to hold, whilſt L cuffe wich the Thic!'s Man, tf: .c would have 
ſtole you, and ſhe lays cown the Baſtard, and runs away ith the bag of 
Money. 

Sir Man, How, loſt my bag o' Money ; then vs whipt, Tit keep none 9 
the Baſtard. 

Conſ#. Then come along, Sir. 

Sir Tho. Have picy on the poor Fellow, 

Sir Man. No, tiace he would not keep my bag o' Money, I won't keep 
his Baſtard. 

Bocb. Oh, an't like your Wocthip, bas but bound tor me, Dll keep it my 
ſelt Fil ferve it our. 

Sir Man, Well then, Apple-woman, fince TI am Married, Co you keep my 
Man Booby's Baſtard tor nothing 3 that ſhall be tor a Portion with your 
Daughter. Wife, 
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7ife. 1 don't care if I do, the Child isa fine likely Child. 

Sir Man. Well, I ſcornto be beholden to you, I will pay for the keeping 
of it ; but Booby, I will ſend you down quickly into the Country, if you ger 
Baſtards thus faſt. 

Sir Tho. Mr. Conſtable, diſcharge the Man, I'll ſze that the Gentleman 
his Maſter, perform his word. 

Conſt. Well then, o* your word, Sir Thomas, I releaſe him. 

Sir Man. So, I have come up to Londen to a very fine purpoſe; I ha' loft 
my Miſtreſs, loſt my Money, am Married to an Apple-womans Daughter, 
and muſt keep a Beggar-womans Baſtard; whereas, 1 thought to have liv'd 
in Londen, and never ſeen the Councry more : I will now go down into the 
Country, and ſpend all my time in railing againſt Zozdon : I will never fee 
Londen more, io much as in a Map, I will burn my Map of London that 
hangs in my Parlour — 

Sir Tho, A very Honeſt, and as the times are, Pious and Wholſome Reſo- 
lution, Sir Manrerly; better live in the Country, and burn your Map of 
London, than live in London, and ſpoil your Map of Humanity with Drink- 
ink and Wenching. 

Por, I, Son-in-law, better go into the Countiy, and live lovingly with my 
Daughter, than ſtay in Town, and turn her away, and keep a Wench in 
her ſtead, as Gentry do that Marry, and live here. 

Sir Man. Why, do they ? 

Wife. Ay, the more ſhame for *em. 

Sir Man. Then I'm refoly'd Fll ſtay in Lendon, and Booby, you can find 
Baſtards, do you find a Wench for me. 

Wife. Keep a Wench under my /mny's Noſe, Tll rear her Eyes out. 

Sir Tho. I will diſlwade him ; well, Sir Mannerly, I am very ſorry for the 
misfortune you have met with in coming to Town for my Alliance; TJ. will 
cancel the Bond to make you ſome recompence 3 and fince my Daughter is 
not ſo happy to enjoy you, let my Houſe have the Honour to entertain you) 
whither 1 alſo invite the reſt of this Noble Company : my Lady Faddle and 
her Husband, my Lord Drybone, and his Settlement, and Tow Raſh, and thy 
Wite, be of our Society now; this Noble Alliance has advanc'd thee ; be a 
Knight to day, and Prince of Porters tor ever, and thy Wite Lady of Ap- 
ple-women : I will have both your Statues made. in Ginger-bread,and ſet up 
in Coſtermongers Hall, and Noble Brides and Bridegrooms all walk in, 


And Love apace, as faſt as you can drive, 
And may the Trade of Love for ever Thrive, 


| Exeunt, 


FINHTS. 


